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Aving, when I was at Paris laft
| Spring, met with a little Book
' of Letters, called, L’ Intrigue de
| Philander €5 Sylwa, I had a par-
gf ticular Fancy, befides my Incli-
nations totranflateitinto Englilh,
which I have done as faithfully as I could;

- only where he fpeaks of the Tngratitude of

Cefario to the King, I have added a Word or

-two to his Charaéter, that might sender it

a little more paraliel to'that of a modern
Prince in our r.ge ; for the re{’c I have kcpc
clofe to the French.

The Letters are foft and amorous ; and
befides my Efteem and Obligation to you,
I think it no where fo proper to addrels
fo much tender Paffion, as to 2 Man whom
Heaven and Naturc have fo well formed

- A2 : Lum



The EPISTLE.:

both for difpenfing and receiving of-Love
as yourfelf, you having all in your Per-
fon that is acceptable to Women, and de-
fired by Men, and when you pleafe, can
make yourfelf as abfolutely the Joy of the
one, as the Envy ,of the other; to this is
joined a Virtue, fuch as I believe the World
has rarely produced in a Man of your Youth,
Fortune-and Advantages; you have all the
Power of the Decbauchery of the Age,
without the Will ; you early faw the Fol-
lies of the Town, and the. Greatnefs of
your Mind, difdaining that common Road
of living, fhunned then the foppifh Practice ;
your well-judging Pride chofe rather ‘to be
fingular, and fullenly retire, than herd with
that noify Croud, that eternally fit out
Bufinefs enough to ftock the Town with
Wit and Lampaons, and the Stage.with’
Fops, Fools, and Cowards: If I might give
my real Judgment, you are above Flattery,
and one can almoft fay no good or generous
Thing that one cannot -juftify in you, no
Virtue you cannot lay a Claim to; many -
your Modefty hides from the World, and
many more you have, which Envy will
not confefs; for that juft Value you fet
upon yourfelf, by fhunning the publick
Haunts, Cabals, and Converfations of the
Town, in Spite of all yoar. Wit and Good- -
nefs, gives Occalion for Malice to revenge
itfelf on you a thoufand little Ways; witrl\efs
: a late




The EP IS T L E.

a late miftaken Story of an Amour of yours,
{o often urged with Heat, and told.fo much
.to your Difadvantage, by thofe who have
not the Happinefs of knowing your &rue
Principles of Honour, your real good Na-
ture, your common Juftice, or Senfe of Hu-
manity to be fuch, as not to be capable of
fo bafe, filly and unmannerly a Praétice,
and fo needlefs and poor a Defign: For my
Part, Sir, Iam vain and proud of the Beliet,
that I have the Capacity and Honour to
- know and underftand your Soul (did I not
_ too well the Story alfo) and am well affured
it has- not a Grain, not a Thought of fo
foolith a Principle, fo unneceflary and
difhoneft: And I dare affirm, that fince the
Impofition of the late Pupifis Plot upon
the Town, there has not fo ridiculous and
_nonfenfical a Hiftory Eaﬁ'ed for authent’c
with unthinking Man; but you fhould give
them leave to rail, fince you have fo valt
~ Advantages above them.

Sir, I would fain think, that, in the Cha-
rater of Pbhilander, therc'is a great Refem-
blance of yourfelf as to his Perfon, and that
-Part of his Soul that was poffefled with
Love: He was a French Whig, it is true,;
and a moft apparent Traitor, and there, I
confefs, the Comparifon fails extreamly;
for fure no- Man was ever fo incorrigible,
fo hardened in Toryifin as yourfelf, fo fear-
lefs, fobold, fo refolute, and confirmed ia

. ' : A3z Loy-
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The EPISTLE.

Loyalty ; in the Height of all Dangers and
‘Threatenings, in the blefled Age of Swear-
ing, and the hopeful Reign of Evidences,
you, undaunted, held forth for the Royal
Caufe, with fuch Force of Reafon and un-
deniable Senfé, as thofe that were not con-
verted, at leaft- were ftartled; -and I fhall
never forget the happy Things I have heard
you fay on that glorious Subjec, with a
Zeal fo fervent, yet fo modeft and gentle,
your Argument fo folid, juft, fo gencrous
and fo very hearty, as has begot you Ap-
plaufes and Bleflings round the Board. A
thoufand Inftances, a Hiftory I could write
of your Difcourfes. and A&s of Loyalty,
but that even your Enemies allow, and I
will fpare it hete, and only fay, you are
an Honour and. a Credit to the Caufe that is
proud to own you. : '

In this you are far diftant to my amorous
Hero; but at laft, for my own Satisfa&ion,
and that I may believe Syfvia truly happy,
give me Leave to fanfy him fuch a Per-
fon as yourfelf; and then I cannot fail of
fanfying him too, fpeaking at the Feet of
Sylvia, pleading his Right of Love with
the fame Softnefs in his Eyes and Voice,
as you can do, when you defign to conquer;
whenever you fpread your Nets for Game,
you need but look abroad, fix and refolve ;
the’ you, unlike the forward Youth of this
Age, fo nicely purfue the Quarry, it is nﬁt

all,




9% EPISTLE.

all, or any Game you fly at, not every
Bird that comes to Net can pleafe your
delicate Appetite; though you are young as
new Defire, as beautiful as Light, as amo-
rous as a God, and wanton as a Cupid, that
fmiles, and fhoots, and plays, and mifchiefs
all his fond. Hours away : Pray Heaven you
be not referved, like our Hero, for fome
Sifter ; tis an ill Sign when fo much Beau-
ty paffes daily unregarded, that your Love
is referved to an End as malicious as that of
our Philander’s. ,

Perhaps you’ll be out of Humour, and
‘ery, Why the Devil didft thou dedicate the
Letters of a Whig to me ? But to make you
Amends, Sir, pray take Notice, Sy/via 1s a
true Fory in every Part; if but to love a
Whig be not Crime enough in your Opi-
nion to pall your Appetite, and for which
even her Youth and Beauty cannot make
an Atonement ; Commodity which rarely
fails in the Trade of Love, though never was .
fo low a Market for Beauty of both Sexes,
yet he that is fortified and ftored like happy
you, need never fear to find his Price; for
Wit and good Humour bear ftill a Rate,
and have an Intrinfic Value, while the
other is rated by Opinionm, ‘#nd is at beft
but a curious Piture, where one and the
fame dull filent Charm makes up' the Days,
whilé the other is always new, and (to ufe
your own Expreéflion) is a Book where one.

, A4 turns
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.turns over a new L.eaf every Minute, and
finds fomething diverting, in eternal new.
Ditcoveries ; it elevates one’s Spirits, charms
the Soul, and improves one’s” Stock; for
every one has a longer Date of hearing than
* feeing, and the Eyes are fooner fatiated
. than the Ear; therefore do not depend too
much on Beauty, tis but a half Conqueft
"~ you will make when you fhew the Man
- only, you muft prove him too; give the

- - foft Sex a Sight of your fine Mind as

well as your fine Perfon; but you are
a lazy Lover, and lie fallow for want of
Induftry 5 you ruft your Stock of hoarded.
love, while you gaze only and return a
fingle Sigher; believe me, Friend, if you
continue to fight at that fingle Weapon,
there will be- no great Store of Wounds
given or taken on either Side; you muft
_fpeak and write, if you would be happy,.
Tﬁxce you can do'it fo infinitely to the Pur-

ofe ; who can be happy without Love ?

or me, I never numbered thofe dull Days
amongft thofe of gy Life, in which I had
‘not my Soul filled with that foft Paflion.
To love! Why tis the only Secret in Na-
ture that reftores Life to all its Felicities
_sad Charms of Living; and to me there
feems nothing fo ftrange as to fee People
walk about, laugh, do the Ads of Life,
- and impertinently trouble the World, with-

wut knowing any Thing of that foft, that

} o noble

’
\




9% EPISTLE.

noble Paffion, or without fo much as having
an Intrigue or an Amufement, (as the French
call it) with any dear She, no real Love or
Loncettre 3 perhaps thefe Letters may have
the good Fortune to rouze and make you
look irto your Heart, ‘turn over your Store,
and lavith- our a little to divert the Toils of
Life ; you ufed to fay, that even the Fatigues
of Love had a vaft Pleafure in them; Phi-
lander was of your Mind, and 1 whaofe Ad-
vice you like (that Friend you have honoured
me with the Title of) have even preferred
all the Torments of Love, before dully li-
ving without it. Live then and love, thou
gay, thou glorious young Man, whom Hea-
ven has bleft with all the Sweets of Life be-
fides ; live then aad love and, what is an
. equal Blefling, live and be beloved by fome
dear Maid, as nobly born as Sylvia, as witty
and as gay and foft as fhe. To you, who
know no other Want, na other Bleffing,
this is the moft advantageous -ane he can
with you, who is,

§ IR,
Yaur obliged, and moff

Humble Servant, &c.
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ARGUMEN T.

IN the Time of the Rebellion of the true Proteflant
Hugonots- in Paris, under the Condul® of the
Prince of Conde (whom we will call Cefario) many
#luftrious Peyfons were drawn into the Affociation, a-

- mong f# whith there was One, whofe Quality and For-
vune ( joined with his Youth and Beauty) rendered him
quore elevated in the Efteem of the gay Part of the
World than mofl of that Age. In his tender Years (un- .
happily enough) be chanced to fall in Love with a Lady,
whom we will call Myrtilla, who had Charms enough
40 engage any Heart.; fbe bad all the Advantages o
Youth and Nature 5 a Shape excellent 5 a mofi agreeab
Stature, not too tall, and far from low, delicately pro-
portioned 5 her Face a little inclined round, {aft, [fmooth
and white ; her Eyes were blue, a little languiffing,
and full of Love andWit; a Mouth curioufly made,
dimpled, and fulé_ff Sweetnefs.; Lips round, foft, plump
and red 5 white Teeth, firm and even ; ber Nofe a little -
Roman, and which gave a noble Grace to ber lovely
Face, ber Hair light brown 5 a Neck and Bofom deli-
cately turned, white and rifing 5 her Arms and Hands
_exaltly fhaped 5 to this a Vivacity of Youth engaging ;
@ Wit quick and flowing ; a Humour gay, and an Air
irrefiftibly charming ; and nothing was wanting to com-
pleat the Foys of the young Philander, ( fo we call
our amorous Hero) but Myrtilla’s Heart, which the
illufirious Cefario had before poffeffed ; however, con-

. Sulting




,The ARGUMENT.
JSakting ber- Honour and her Intereft, and bnowing all
the Avts as Women do to feign a Tendernefs ; fhe yields
to marry him : While Philander, who feorned to.owe
his Happinefs to the Commands of Parents, or to chaf- -
J?r for.a Beauty, with her Confent fleals her away, and
marries her. But fee how tranfitory is a violent Paffion ;

- after being [atiated, be flights the Prize he had fo dearly -
conquered 5 fome fay, the Change was occafioned by her-
o0 vifibly continued Love to .éefario; but whatevdr-
it was, this was moff certain, Philander caf? bis Eyes
upon a young Maid, Sifter to Myrtilla, a Beaute,
whofe _early Bloom promifed IV osnders when come to Per-
Jection s but I will fpare her Picture here; Philander
in the following Epiftles will often enough prefent it
to your View: He lrved and languifbed, long before
be durft difcover his Pain 5 Ler being Sifler to bis Wife, .
nobly born, and of undoubted Fame, rendered bis
Paffion too criminal to hope for a Return, while the.
young lovely Sylvia (fo we fhall call the noble Maid)

Jighed opt_ker Hours in the fame Pain and Languifb-
ment for Philander, and knew not that it was- Love,
21ll fbe “betraying it innocently to the overjoyed Lover and
Brothery he foon taught her to underfland it was Love
~-=be purfaes it, fbe permits it, and at laft yiclds,
when being difecovered in the criminal Intrigue, fbe flies
with kim 5 bé abfolutely quits Myrtilla, lives fome Time
in a Village near Paris, called St. Denis, with this
betrayed Unfortunate, till being found out, and like to
be apprebended, (one for the Rtge, the other for the
Flight) fbe is forced to marry a Cadet, a Creature of
Philander’s, to bear the Name of Hufband only to her,
while Philander bad the intire Poffeffion of ber Soul

and Body : Still the League went forward, and all

" Things were ready for a War in Paris; but it is not

my Bufinefs bere to mix the rough Relation of a War,

with the foft Affairs of Love; let it fuffice, the Hugonots
were . defeated, and the King got the Day, and every

Rebel lay at the Merey of i}{'s Sovereign. Philander

: . 6 ‘

was



) The ARGUMENT,
was taken Prifoner, made bis Efcape to a little Cottage
near his own Palace, not far from Paris, writes to
Sylvia to come to him, which fbe does, and in [pight of
gll the Induflry to re-feize him, bhe got away with

lvia. . '

y.dﬂ,er their Fligl)t thefe Letters were found in their
-Cabinets, at their Houfe at St. Denis, wbhere they
both lived together, for the Space of a Year 5 and they
are as exallly as poffible placed in the Order they were
Jenty and were Thofe fuppafed to be written towards the
latter End of their Amours. : :

\

Love-
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LOVELETTERS.

PART I,

To SYLVIA.

g HoughI parted from you refolved to
E obey your impoffible Commands,yet

know, oh charming Sylvia ! that after
Il a thoufand Confliéts between Love

#{ and Honour, I found the God S'too

£} mighty for the Idol) reign abfolute

my Soul, and foon banifhed that Ty-
rant thence. That cruel Counfellor that would

fuggeft to you a thoufand fond Arguments to hinder

my noble Purfuit ; Sylvia'came in View! her irre~ -
fitable 7dea ! With all the Charm of blooming
Youth, with all the AttraGtions of heavenly Beau-
ty! Loofle, wanton, gay, all flowing her bright
Hair, and languithing her lovely Eyes, her Drefs
all negligent as' when I faw her laft, difcovering
a thoufand ravifhing Graces, round, white, fmall
Breafts, delicate Neck, and rifing Bofom, heaved

- with Sighs fhe would in vain conceal ; and all-be-

fides, that piceft Fancy can ithagine furprizing-—- -

Oh I dare not think on, left my Defires grow ma:}
and -

1



14 ~ Love-Letters. Part I.
and raving; let it fuffice;, oh adorable Sylvia! I
think: and know' enough' to juftify that Flame in-
me, which our’ weak Alliance’ of Brother and’
Sifter has rendered fo criminal ;> but he that adores’
Sylvia, fhould do it at'an uncommon Rate; ’tis - -
not enough to facrifice a fingle Heart, to give you
a fimple Paffion, your Beauty thould, like itfelf,
produce wondrous Effe@s; it fhould force all
Obligations, all Laws, all Ties even of Nature’s
Self: You, my lovely Maid, were not born to be
obtained by the dull lz;lethods of ordinary Loving 3
and ’tis in vain to prefcribe me Meafures; and oh
much more in vain to urge the Nearnefs of our
Relation. 'What Kin, m?l charming Sylvia, are
you to me? No Ties of Blood forbid my Paffion ; -
and what’s a Ceremony impofed on Man byCuftom ?
What is it to my divine Sy/oin, that the Prieft took
my Hand and gave it your Sifter} What Alliance
can that create? Why fhould a Trick devifed by
the wary Old, only to make Provifion for Pofte-"
rity, tie me to an eternal Slivery?’ No, no, my

- charming Maid, ’tis Nonfenfe all; let us, (born
for mightier Joys) fcorn the dull beaten Road, - but
let us love like the firft Race of Men,  ncareft:
allied to God,' promifcuoufly they loved, and pofx
fefled, Father and Daughter, érother and Sifter
met, and reaped the Joys of Love without Con-
troul, and counted it religious Coupling, and
’twas encouraged too by Heaven itfelf: Therefore
ftart not (too nice and lovely Mhaid) at Shadows:
of Things that can but frighten Fools. Put me not
off with thefe Delays; rather fay you but diflem-~
bled Love all this while, than now ’tis born, to
die again with a poor Fright of Nanfenfe. A Fit'
of Honour! a Fantom imaginary, and no more;-
no, no, reprefent me to your Soul more favour-
ably, think you fee me languithing at your Feet,

breathing out my latt in Sighs and kind Reproaches,
: on




Part L. Love-Letters. 15
on the pitilefs Sylvia; refle® when I am’ dead,
which will be the more affi&ting Objeét, the Ghoft
(as you are pleafed to call it) of -your murdered
Honour, or the pale and bleeding one of

' The loft Philander.

1 have ltved a whole Day,
énd yet no Letter from Sylvia.

> PHILANDER.

OH why will you make me own (oh too im-
portunate Phrlander /) with what Regret I
made you promife to prefer my Honour before
your Love? .

I confefs with Bluthes, which you might then
fee kindling in my Face, that I was not at all
pleafed witk the Vows you made me, 4o endeavour -
to obey me, and I then even withed you would
obftinately have denied Obedience to my juft Com-
mands ; have purfued your criminal Flame, and
have left me raving on my Undoing: For when
you were gone, and I had Leifure to look into
my Heart, alas! I found, whether yau obliged or
not, whether Love or Honour were preferred, I,
unhappy I, was either Way inevitably loft. Oh !
‘What pitilefs God, fond of his wondrous Power,
made us the Objets of his Almighty Vanity? Oh
why were we two made the firft Precedents of
his new found Revenge? For fure no Brother ever
loved a Sifter with fo criminal a Flame before :
At leaft my unexperienced Innocence never met
with fo fatal a ‘Story: And it is in vain (my too
charming Brother) to make me infenfible of our
Alliance; to perfuade me I am a Stranger to all
but your Eyes and Soul, .

Alas,
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Alas, your fatally kind Induftry is all in vain.
.You.grew up a Brother with me; the Title was
fixed in. my Heart, when I was too young to un-
derftand your fubtle Diftinctions, and there it thrived

and fpréad; and it is now too late to tranfplant it, - -

oralter its native Property : Who cangrafta Flower
on a contrary Stalk? ‘The Rofe will bear no Tu-
lips, nor the Hyacinth the Poppy, ‘' no more will
the Brother the Name of Lover. Oh! fpoil not

the natural Sweetnefs and Innocence we now re-.

tain, by an Endeavour fruitlefs and deftru&ive ; no,
. no, Philander, drefs yourfelf in what Charms you

.will, be powerful as Love can make you in your .

foft Argument---yet, oh yet, your are my Brother

ftill.-—--But why, oh cruel and eternal Powers, .
“was not Philander my Lover before you deftined

him a Brother? Or-why, being a Brother, did you,
‘malicious’ and fpiteful Powers, deftine him a
Lover? Oh, take either Title from him, or from
me a Life, which can render me no Satisfaltion,
fince your cruel Laws permit it not for Philander,
nor his to blefs the naw’ )
' Unfortunate .

Wednefiay Mo;'ning.
' SYLVIA.

9% PHILANDENR.
, A Fter I had difmiffed my Page this Morning with
my

Letter, I walked (filled with fad foft:

Thoughts of my Brother Philander) into the Grove,
and commanding Melinda to retire, who only at-
tended me, I threw myfelf down on that Bank
" ‘of Grafs where we laft difputed the dear, but fatal
Bufinefs of our Souls: Where our Prints (that in-

vited me) ftill remain on the prefled Greens: There

. with ten thoufand Sighs, with Remembrance of the
: . . tender

a
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tender Minutes we paffed then, I drew your laft
Letter from my Bofom, and often kiffed, and often
read it over; gut oh ! who can conceive my Tor-
ment, when I came to that fatal Part of it, where
you fay you gave your Hand to my Sifter? I found
my Soul agitated with a thoufand different Paffions,
‘but all infupportable, all mad and raving ; fome-
times I threw myfelf with Fury on the Ground,
and prefled my panting Heart to the Earth; then
rife in Rage, and tear my Heart, and hardly fpare
that Face that taught you firft to love; then fold
my wretched Arms to keep down rifing Sighs that -
almoft rend my Breaft, I traverfe fwiftly the con-
fcious Grove; with my diftracted thow’ring Eyes
direéted in vain to piti{efs Heaven, ,the lovely fi-
lent Shade favouring my Complaints, I cry aloud,
Oh God ! Philander’s married, the lovely charmin
"Thing for whom I languifh is married !---That fata
Word’s enough, I need not add to whom. Marri-
ed is enough to make me curfe my Birth, myYouth,
my Beauty, and my Eyes that firft betrayed ‘me to
the undoing Obje&: Curfe on the Charms you
bave flattered,~ for every fanfied Grace has helped
my Ruin on; now, like Flowers that wither un-
feen and unpoflefled in Shades, they muft die and
be no more, they were to no En? created, fince
Philander is married: Married! Oh Fate, oh Hell,
oh Torture and Confufion! Tell me not it is to
my Sifter, that Addition is needlefs and vain: To
make me eternally wretched, there needs no more
than that Philanderis married ! Than that the Prieft
gave your Hand away from me; to another, and
not to me; tired ot with Life, I nieed no other
Pafs-port than this Repetition, Philander is married !
*Tis that alone is fufficient to lay in her cold Tomb-
: : The wretched and defpairing -
- Wednefday Night, :

SYLVIA.
Be[/fbnt'u ' )

Fe
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7o SYLVIA. ,
TWICE laft Night, oh unfaithful and unloving
Sylvia! 1 fent the Page to the old Place for
Letters,” but he returned. the Obje& of my Rage,
becaufe without the leat Remembrance from my .
fickle Maid: In this Torment, unable to hide my .
Diforder, I fuffered myfelf to be }Jaid in Bed;
where the reftlefs Torments of the Night exceeded
thofe of the Day, and are not even by the Lan-
uither himfelf to be exprefled; but the returning
ight brought 2 fhort Slumber on its Wings;
which was interrupted by my atoning Boy, wha.
brought two Letters from my adorable Splvia:
He waked me from Dreams rhore agreedble than
all my watchfill Hours could bring ; for they are
all tortured.--—And even' the fofteft mixed with a
thoufand Defpairs, Difficulties and Difappoint-
ments, but thefé were all Lave, which.gave a looie
to Joys undenitd by Honour! And this Way, my
sharming Splvid, you fhall be mine, - Spite of
all the Tyrannies of that cruel Hinderer; Honous
appears- not, my Sykvia, within the clofe-drawn
Curtains ; in Shades and gloomy Light the Fantom
frights not, but when one beholds its Blufthes;
when it is attended and adorned, and the Sun fees
_its falfe Beauties; in filent Groves and. Grottoes,”
dark ‘Alcoves, and lonely- Recefles, all its For-
malities are laid afide; it was then and there me-
thought my Sylvia yielded, with a faint Struggle
and a foft Refiftance; I heard her broken Sighs,
her tender whifpering Voice, that trembling criedy
-=-Ohl Can you be fo cruel ?--Have you the Heart
«--Will you undo a Maid, becaufe fhe loves-you ?
Oh! Will you ruin me, becaufe you may?----
My faithlefs-----My unkind----~then fighed and
yielded, and made me happier than a triun%lig
. od!
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God! But this was fill a Dream, I waked and
fighed, and found it vanifhed all ! But oh, my Sylvia,
your Letters were fubftantial Pleafure, and pardon
your Adorer, if he tell you, even the Diforder you
exprefs is infinitely dear to him, fince he knows
it all the Effe@s of Love; Love, my Soul! Which
you in vain oppofe; purfue it, Dear, and call it
not Undoing, or elfe explain your Fear, _and tell
. me what your foft, your trembling Heart gives
that cruel Tite to? Is it Undoing to love? And
love the Man-you fay has Youth and Beauty to
juftify that Love? A Man, that adores you with
fo fubmiffive and ‘perfect a Refignation ; a Man,
that did not only love firft, butis refolved to die
" in that agreeable Flame; in my Creation I was
formed for Love, and deftined for my 8yfvia, and the
for her Philander: And fhall we,can we difappoint
our Fate! No, my foft Charmer, our Souls were
touched with the fame Shafts of Love before th
had a Being in our Bedies, and can we contradiét’
Divine Decree? .
Or is it Undoing, Dear, to blefs Philander with
what you muft fome time or other facrifice to fome
hated, loathed Obje&t, (for Syfvia can never love
again;) and are thofe Treafures for the dull con-
jugal Lover to rifle? Was the Beauty of divine
Shape created for the cold matrimonial Embrace ?
And fhall the eternal Joys that Sylvia can difpenfe,
be returned the clumfy Hufband’s carelefs,
forced, infipid Duties? Oh, m{ Sylvia, fhall a
Hufband (whefe Infenfibility will call thofe Rap-
tures of Joy! Thofe heavenly Bliffes! The Drud-
gery of Life) fhall he I fay receive them? While
your Philander, with the very Thought of the Ex~
“cefs of Pleafure the leaft Poffeflion would afford,
faints over the Paper that brings "here his eternal
Vows. o ' -
Oh! Where, my Syfvia, lics the Undoing thin/r?
' ' y
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My Quality and Fortune are of the higheft Rank
amongft Men, my Youth gay and fond, my Soul
all foft, all Love ; and all Sylvia’s / T adore her, I
am fick of Love, and fick of Life, till fhe yields,
till the is all mine ! . '

You fay, my Sylvia, I am married, and there
my Happinefs is fhipwrecked ; but Sylvia, I deny
it, and will not have you think it : No, my Soul
was married to yours in its firft Creation ; and only
Sylvia is the Wife of my facred, my everlafting
Vows ; of my folemn.confiderate Thoughts, of my
ripened Judgment, my mature Confiderations. The

- Reft are all repented and forgot, like the hafty Fol-

lies of unfteady Youth, like Vows breathed in An-
ger, and. die perjured as foon as vented, and un-

regarded either of Heaven or Man. Oh! why

fhould my Soul fuffer for ever, why eternal Pain
for the unheedy, fhort-lived Sin of my unwilling
Lips ? Befides, this fatal Thing called Wife, this
unlucky Sifter, this Myrtilla, this Stop to all my

. Heaven, that breeds fuch fatal Differences in our
. Affairsy this Myrtilla, 1 fay, firft broke her Mar-

riage-vows to me ; I blame her not, nor is it reafo-

able I fhould ; he faw the young Cefaris, and loved

- bim. Ceario, whom the envying World in fpight

of Prejudice muft own, has irrefiftible Charms,

that godlike Form, that Sweetnefs in his Face, - -

that Softnefs in his Eyes and delicate Mouth; and
every Beauty befides, that Women doat on, and
Men envy : . That lovely Compofition of Man and
Angel | with the Addition of his eternal Youth
and illuftrious Birth, was formed by Heaven and
Nature for univerfal Conqueft ! And who can love

_ the charming Hero at a cheaper Rate than being
. undone? And fhe that would not ventug Fame,
lory of -

Honour, and a Marriage-vow for the
the young Ce(aria’s Heart, merits not the noble
Victim ;; Oh 1 would 1 could fay fo much for the
g o T young
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- young Pbhilander, who would run a thoufand Times
more Hazards of Life and Fortune for the adora-
ble Sykvia, than that - amorous Hero ever did

+ for Myrtilla, though from that Prince I learned
fome of my Difguifes for my Thefts of Love ; for

he, like Fove courted in feveral Shapes ; I faw them

all, and fuffered the Delufion to pafs upon me;
for I had feen the lovely Sylia; yes, I had feen
her, and loved her too: But' Honour kept me
yet Mafter of my Vows ; but when I knew her
falfe, when I was once confirmed,---when by my
own Soul I found the diffembled Paffion of hers,
when fhe could no longer hide the Bluthes or the

Palenefs that feized at the Approaches of my dif-

ordered Rival, when I faw. Love dancing in her

Eyes, and her falfe Heart beat with nimble Mo-

tions, and foft Trembling feized every Limb, at the

Approach or Touch of the Royal Lover, then I

thought myfelf no longer obliged to conceal my

Flame for Sylvia; nay, ere I.broke Silence, ere

I difcovered the hidden Treafure of my Heart, I

made her Falfhood plainer yet: Even the Time

and Place of the dear Affignations I difcovered;

Certainty, happy Certainty ! broke the dull heavy

Chain, and I with Joy fubmitted to my fhameful

Freedom, and carefled my generous Rival ; nay,

~and by Heaven I loved him for it, pleafed at the.

Refemblance of our Souls 4 for we were fecret Lo-
vers both, but more pleafed that he loved Ayr-
#illa ; for that made Way to my Paflion for the a-

. dorable Sylvia! ' ’ .
Let the dull, hot-brained, jealous Fool upbraid
me with cold Patience : Let the fond Coxcomb,
whofe Honour depends on the frail Marriage-vow,
reproach me, or tell me that my Reputatian de-
pends on the feebie Conftancy of a Wife, perfuide
me it is Honour to fight for an irretrievable and
unvalued Prize, and that becaufe my Rival has ta_ken’
‘ . l , . dgeaves -

.

. e T
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Leave to cuckold me, 1 fhall give him Leave to

" 'kill me too; unreafonable Nonfenfe grown to

Cuftom. No, by Heaven! I had rather Myrtilla
fhould be falfe, (as fhe is) than with and languifh
for the happy Occafion ; the Sin is the fame, only
the A& is more generous : Believe me, my Sylvia,
‘'we have all falfe Notions of Virtue and Honour,
and furely this was taken up by feme defparing
Hufband in Love with a fair jilting Wife, and
then.I pardon him ; I fhoud have done as much :
For only fhe that has my Seul can engage 'my
Sword; fhe that I love, and myfelf, only commands
and keeps my Stock of Honour : For Sylvia! the
charming, the diftracting Sylvia! 1 could fight
for a Glance or Smile, expofe my -Heart for her
dearer, Fame, and with no Recompence, bt
breathing out my laft Gafp into her foft, white,
_delicate Bofom. But for a Wife ! that Stranger
to my Soul, and whom we wed for Intereft and
Neceflity,----A Wife, light, loofe, unregarding
Property, who for a.momentary Appetite will ex- -
pofe_her Fame, without the noble End of loving
on; fhe that will abufe my Bed, and yet return -
again to the loathed conjugal Embrace, back to .
the Arms fo hated, and even ftrong Fancy of the
abfent Youth beloved, cannot fo much as render
fupportable. Curfe on her, and yet fhe kiffes, fawns
and diflembles on, hangs on his Neck, and makes
the Sot believe :---Damn her, Brute; I3l whiftle
her off, and let her down the Wind, as Otbello fays,
- No, I adore the Wife, that,when the Heart is gone,
boldly ‘and nobly purfues the Conqueror, and
generoufly owns the. Whore ;z--------Not poorly
_adds the naufeous Sin of Jilting to it: That I could
have borne, at Jeaft commended ; but this can never
ardon; at worft then the World had faid . her
% ion had undone her, fhe loved, and Love at
worft is worthy of Pity. No, no, Myrtilla, 1
. . | forgive
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ve your Love, but never can your peor Diffi-

ation. One drives you but from the Heart you
value not, but the other to my eternal Contempt.
One deprives me but of thee, Artilla, but the o-
ther-entitles me to a Beauty more furprizing, renders
thee no Part of me; and fo leaves the Lover free
to Sylvia, without the Brother.

Thus, my excellent Maid, I have fent ysu the
Senfe and Truth of my Soul, in an Affair’ you
have often hinted to me, and I take no Pleafure
to remember : I hope you will at leaft think my
Averfion reafonable ; and that being thus indifpu-
tably free from all Obligations to Myrtilla as a
Hﬁ(ﬁand, 1 may be permitted to lay claim to Sy
via, as a Lover, and marry myfelf more effectually
by my everlatti Vows, than ‘the Prieft by his
common M could do to any other Woman
lefs beloved; there being no other Way at prefent -
left by Heaven, to render me Sylia’s

" Eternal Jappy Lover, and

1 die tofecjaa. ,
, : PHILANDER.

To- SYL V1A

WHEN I had fealed the inclofed, Briliard
" told me you were this Morning come from
Bellfant, and with infinjte Impatience have expeéted
feeing you here ; which deferred my fending this
to the old Place; and I am fo vain (oh adorable
Sylvia /). 25 to believe my fanfied Silence has given.
you Difquietg; but fure, -my Sykvia could not
charge me with Negle& ; no, the knows my Soul,
and lays it all on Chance, or fome ftrange Acci-
dent, fhe knows no Bufinefs could divert me. No,
were the Nation finking, the great Senate &_’ tl}:
: or
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World confounded, our glorious Defigns betrayed
and ruined, and the vaft %Iity all in Flames ; like
Nero, unconcerned, I would fing 1’:11}' everlafting
Song of Love to Sylvia ; which no Time or For-
tune fhall untune. I know my Soul, and all its

Strength, and how it is fortified, the charming -

ldea of my young. Sylvia will for ever remain
“there ; the Original may fade; Time may render
it lefs fair, lefs blooming in my Arms, but never
in my Soul ; Ifhall find thee there the fame gay
glorious Creature that firft furprized: and enflaved
me, believe me ravithing Maid, I fhall. Why
then, oh why, my cruel Spvia/ are my Joys
" delayed? Why am I by your rigorous Commands
kept from the Sight of my Heaven, my eternal
Blifs ? An Age, ‘my fair Tormentor, is paft; four
tedious live-long Igays are numbered over, fince
I beheld the Objeét of my lafting. Vows, my eter-
nal Withes ; How can you think, oh unreafonable
Sylvia! that I could live fo long without you?
‘And yet I'am alive ; I find it by my Pain, by Tor-
ments of Fears and Jealoufies infuppartable; I
languifh .and go downward to the Earth; where
ou will fhortly fee me laid without your recalling
{/Iercy. It is true, I move about this unregarded
World, appear every Day in the ‘great Senate-
houfe, at Clibs, Cabals, and private Confultations ;
" (for §ylvia- knows all the Bufinefs” of my Soul,
" even in Politicks of State as-well as Love) I fay
. I appear indeed, and give my Voice in public Bu-
finefs ; ‘but oh my Heart more kindly isemployed ;
that and my Thoughts are Sylvia’s ! Ten thoufand
‘Times a Day I breathe that Name, my bufy Fingers
are eternally- tracing oug thofe fix myftic Letters ;
.. a thoufand Ways on_ every Thingm?l touch, form
Words, and make them fpeak a thoufarid Things,
and all are Sylvia ftill; my melancholy Change is
evident to all that fee me, which they interpret
' o - many
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" many miftaken Ways; our Party fancyI repent my
League with them, and doubting I’ll betray the~
" Caufe, grow jealous of me, till by new Oaths,
- new Arguments, I confirm them; then they fmile
all, and cry I am in Love; and this they would
believe, but that they fee all Women that I meet
or converfe with are different to me, and fo can
fix it no where; for none can guefs it Sy/via; thus
while I dare not tell my Soul, no not even to

Cefario, the ftifled Flame burns inward, and tor-
ments me fo, that (unlike the Thing I was) I
fear Sylvia will lofe her Love, and ioverv t0o 3
for thofe few Charms fhe faid I had, will fade, and
this fata] Diftance will deftroy both Soul and Body
too; my very Reafon will abandon me, and I fhall
rave to fee thee; reftore me, oh reftore me then
to Bellfont, happy Bellfont, ftill bleft with Sykvia’s
Prefence! permit me, oh permit me 'into thofe

_facred Shades, where I have been fo often (toa
innocently) bleft! Let me furvey again the dear
Charater of Sylvia on the fmooth Birch; oh
when thall I fit beneath thofe Boughs, gazing onthe
{(:)ung Goddefs of the Grove, hearing her figh for,
Love, touching her élowing fmall white Iimds,
beholding her killing lyes languifh, and her charm-
ing Bofom rife and fall with fhort-breath’d uncer-
tain Breath; Breath as foft and fweet as the reftor-
ing Breeze that glides o’er the new~blown Flowers:
But oh what is it? What Heaven of Perfumes,-
when it {nclines to the ravith’d Philander, and
whifpers Love, it dares not name aloud ?

What Power with-holds me then from rufhing
on thee, from preffing thee with Kiffes; fo]din%
thee'in my tranfported Arms, and following al
the Diftates of Loye without Refpeét or Awe!
‘What is it, oh my §ylvia,’ can detain a Love fo
violent and raving, and fo wild; admit me, fdcred
Maid, admit me again to thof%foft Delights, tha;
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I may find, if poffible, what Divinity (envious of
my Izlifs) checks my eager Joys, my raging Flame;
while you too make an Experiment (worth the
Trial) what "tis makes Sylvia deny her -
) Impatient Adorer,
"PHILANDER.
My Page is ill, and I am oblig’d to truf? Brilliard
with thefe to the dear Cottage of their. Kendezvous;
Jend me™your Opinion of his Fidelity: And ab! re-
member I die to fee you.

9% PHILANDER,

N OT yet?---not yet? oh ye dull tedious Hours
when will you glide away? and bring that
happy Moment on, in which I fhall at leaft hear
from my Philander ; eight and forty tedious ones
are paft, and I am here forgotten ftill; forlorn,
impatient, reftlefs every where; notone of all your
little Moments (ye undiverting Hours) can afford
me Repofe; I dragye on, a heavy Load; I count
ye all, and blefs ye when you are gone; but
" tremble at the approaching ones, and with a Dread
expe& you; and nothing will divert me now; my
Couch is tirefome, and my Glafs is vain; my
Books are dull, and Converfation infupportable;
the Grove affords me no Relief; nor even thofe
'Birds to whom I have fo often breath’d Philander’s
Name, they fing it-on their perching Boughs; no
nor the reviewing of his dear Letters, can brin
me any Eafe. Oh what Fate is referved for me!
For thus I cannot live; nor furely thus I fhall not
die. Perhaps Philander’s making a Trial of Virtue
by this Silence. Purfue ity call up all your Reafon,
my lovely Brother, to your Aid, let us be wif::l
an
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and filent, let us try what that will do towards
the Cure of this too infeious Flame; let us, oh
let us, my Brother, fit down here, and purfue the
Crime of Loving on no farther. Call me Si-
fter—-Swear I am fo, and nothing but your Sifter:
And forbear, oh forbear, my charming Brother, -
to purfue me farther with your foft bewitching
Paffion; let me alone, let me be ruin’d with Ho-
nour, if I muft be ruin’d.---For oh! ’twere mych
happier I were no more, than that I thould be more
than Philander’s Sifter ; or he than Sylvia’s Brother :
Oh let me ever call you by that cold Name, ’till
that of Lover be forgotten :---Ha !—--Methinks on
the fudden a fit of Virtue informs my Soul, and
bids me afk you for what Sin of mine, my charm-
ing Brother, you flill purfue a Maid that cannot
fly : ‘Ungenerous and unkind ! why did you take ad-

- vanptage of thofe FreedomsI gave you as a Brother?
I fmil’d on you; and fometimes kifs’d you too ;--=
But for my Sifter’s fake, I play’d with you, fuffer’d
your Hands and Lips to wander where I dare not
now; all which I thought a Sifter might allow a -
Brother, and knew not all the while the Treachery
of Love: Oh none, but under that intimate Title

. of a Brother, could have had the Opportunity to
have ruin’d me; that, that betray’d me; I play’d
away my Heart at 2 Game I did not underftand;
nor knew I when ’twas loft, by degrees fo fubtle,
and an Authority fo lawful, you won me out of
all. Nay then too, even when all was loft, I
would not think it Love. I wonder'd what my
fleeplefs Nishts, my waking eternal Thoughts, and
flumbring Vifions of my lovely Brother meant: I
wonder’d why my Soul was continually fill'd with
W ifhes and new Defires; and ftill concluded ’twas
for my Sifter all, ’till I difcover’d the: Cheat by

"Jealoufy; for when my Sifter hung upon your
Neck, kifs’d, and carefs’d It;hat Face that I ador’dﬁ

. 2 of
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oh how I found my Colour change, my Limbs
all trembled, and my Blood inrag’d, and I could
fcarce forbear reproaching you; or crying out, Oh
why this Fondnefs, Brother? Sometimes you per-
ceiv’d my Concern, at which you’d fmile; for you
who had been before in Love, a Curfe upon the
fatal Time) could guefs at my Diforder; then would
you turn the wanton Playon me: When fullen with
my Jealoufy and the Caufe, I fly your foft Embrace,
yet with you would purfue and overtake me, which
you ne’er fail’d to do, where after a kind Quarrel all
~ was pardon’d, and all was well again: While the
poor injur'd Innocent, my Sifter, made herfelf Sport
at our delufive Wars ; ftill  was ignorant, *till you in
a moft fatal Hour inform’d me I was a Lover. Thus
was it with my Heart in thofe bleft Days of Inno-
cence ; thus it was won and loft; nor can all my Stars
in Heav’n'prevent, I doubt, prévent my Ruin. Now
_ you are fure of the fatal Congueft, you fcorn the
trifling Glory, you are filent now ; .oh'I am inevita-
bly loft, or with you, or without you: And I find
by this little Silence and Abfence of your’s, that tis
moft certain I muft either die, or be Philander’s

SYLVIA,

If Dorillus come notwith a Letter, or that my Page,
whom_have 1 fent to this Cottage for one, bring it not, I
éannot fupport my Life: for ob, Philander, I bavea
thoufand wild diftratling Fears, knowing how you are
tnvol’d in the Intereft you have efpous’d with the
young Cefario: How Danger furrounds you, how
your Life and Glory depend on the frail Saerifice o
Villains and Rebels: Ob give me leave to fear eternally
your Fame and Life, if not your Love; if Sylvia could
command, Philander fhould be Loyal as he's Noble
and what generous. Maid would not [zj}a‘? his Vaws
to a Miftrefs, who bieaks ’em with his Prince and
Moafter! Heaven preferve you and your Glory, T
. o
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7 PHILANDER.

ANothcr Night, oh Heavens, and yet no Let-
ter come! ‘Where are you, my Philander # -
‘What happy Place contains you? }'f in Heaven,
why does not fome pofting Angel bid me hafte
after you? if on Earth, why does not fome little
God of Love bring the grateful Tidings on his
painted Wings ? if fick, why does not my own
fond Heart by Sympathy inform me? But thatis
all a&ive, vigorous, withing, impatient of delaying,
filent, and bufy in Imagination : If you are falfe,
if you have forgotten your poor believing and di-
firalted Sylvia, why does not that kind Tyrant
Death, that meager welcome Vifion of the de-
fpairing, old and wretched, approach in dead of
Ni%ht, approach my reftlefs Bed, and tole the dif-
mal Tidings in my frighted liftening Ears, and
ftrike me for ever filent, lay me for ever quiet,
loft to the World, loft to my faithlefs Charmer !
But if a Senfe of Honour in you has made you
refolve to prefer mine before your Love, made
you take up a noble fatal Refolution never to tell
me more of your Paffion; this were a Trial, I
fear my fond Heart wants Courage to bear; or is
it a Trick, a cold fit only aflum’d to try how
much I love you? I have no Arts, Heaven knows,
no Guile or double Meaning in my Soul, ’tis all
plain native Simplicity, fearful and timorous as
Children in the Night, trembling as Doves purfu’d ;
born foft by Nature, and made tender by Love;
what, oh! what will become of me then? Yet
would I were confirm’d in all my Fears: For as .
1 am, my Condition is more deplorable; for I'm
in doubt, and Doubt is the worft Torment of the
Mind: Oh Philander, be merciful, and let me
know the worft; do not be cruel while you kill,

B3 do .
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do it with Pity to the wretched Syfvia; oh let me
quickly know whether you are at all; or are the
moft impatieynt‘and uhfortunate - ,
‘ SYLVIA’
Irave, Idie for

.. fome Relief.

7% PHILANDER.

ASI was going to fend away this enclos’d, Do-
v rillus came with two Letters; oh, you can-
, not think, Philander, with how much Reafon you
call me fickle Maid; for could you but imagine
“how I am tormentingly divided; how unrefolved

between violerit Love, and cruel Honour, you -

would fay "twere impoffible to fix me any where ;

or be the fame Th‘in%{for a Moment together :

There is’not a fhort Hour pafs’d thro’ the fwift
Hand of Time, fince I was all defpairing, raging
Love, jealous, fearful and impatient; and now,

now that your fond Letters have difpers’d thofe

Demnns, thofe trmenting Counfellors, and given
a little Refpite, a little Tranquillity to my goul»;
like States luxurious grown with Eafe, it ungrate-
fully rebels azainft the Sovereign Power that made
it great and happy; and now that Traitor Horour
heads the Mutineers within; Honour, whom my
late mighty Fears had almoft famifh’d and brought

-to nothing, warm’d and reviv’d by thy new-pro-
tefted Flames, makes War againft Almighty Love!
and I, who but now notly refolv’d for'Love, by

- an'Inconftancy natural to my Sex, or rather my
Fears, am furn’d over to Honour’s Side: So the
defpairing Man, ftands on the River’s Bank, de-
fign’d to plunge into the rapid Stream, ’till Coward-
Fear feizing his timorous Soul, he views around

. once more the flowery Plains,” and looks with

withing
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wifhing Eyes back to the Groves, then fighing ftops,
and cries, I was too rath, forfikes the dangerous
Shore, and haftes away. Thus indifcreet was I,
was all for Love, fond and undoing Love! But
when I faw it with full Tide flow in.upon me,
one Glance of glorious Honour makes me again
retreat. I will----1 am refolv’d--—-and muft be
brave! Icannot forget I am Daughter to the great
Beralti, and Sifter to Myrtilla, a yet unfpotted
Maid, fit to produce a Race of glorious Heroes !
And can Philander’s Love fet no higher Value on
me than bafe poor Proftitution? Is that the Price
of his Heart ?---Oh how I hate thee now ! or would

to Heaven I could.---Teell me not, thou charming
Beguiler, that Myrtilla was to blame ; was ita Fault
in her, and will it be Virtue in me? And can

believe the Crime'that made her lofe your Heart,
will make me Miftrefs of it? No, if by any Action
of her’s the noble Houfe of the Beralti be difho-
-nourd, by all the A&ions of my Life it thall re-
ceive Additions of Luftre and Glory! Nor will I
think Myrtilla’s Virtue lefilen’d for your miftaken
Opinion of ity and the may be as much in vain
purfu’d, perhaps, by the Prince Cefario, as Sylvia
fhall be by the young Philander : The envying
‘World talks loud, ’tis true; but oh, if all were
true that bufy Babbler fays, what Lady has her
. Fame? What Hufband is not a Cuckold? Nay,
and a Friend, to him that made him fo? And it is
in vain, my too fubtle Brother, you think to build
the Trophies of your Conquefts on the Ruin of
both Myrtilla’s F};me and mine: Oh how dear
. would your inglorious Paffion coft the great un-
fortunate Houfe of the Beralti,” ‘While you poorly
- ruin the Fame of . Myrtilla, to make way to the
Heart of Sylvia! Remember, oh remember once
your Paffion was as violent for Myrtilla, and all .
the Vows, Oaths, Proteftations, Tears and Prayers
: B4 you
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ﬁou make and pay at my Feet, are but the faint

epetitions, the feeble ‘Echo’s of what youy figh’d
out at her’s. Nay, like young Paris fled with the
fair Prize, cgour fond, your eager Paffion made it
a Rape. Oh perfidious !---Let me not call it back
to my Remembrance.---Oh let me die, rather than
call to Mind a Time fo fatal; when the lovely
falfe Phikander vow’d his Heart, his faithlefs Heart
- away to any Maid but Sylvie:---Oh let it not be °
poflible for me to imagine his dear Arms ever .
grafping any Body with Joy but Sylvia! And yet
they did, with Tranfports of Love! Yes, yes, you

- lov'd! by Heaven you lov’d this falfe, this perfidious

Myrtilla; for falfe the is; you lov’d her, and I'l
have it fo; nor fhall the giﬁer in me plead her
Caufe. She is falfe beyond all Pardon; for you
are beautiful as Heaven itfelf can render you, a
Shape exaitly form’d, not too low, nor too tall,
but made to beget foft Defire and everlafting Wifhes-
in all that look on you; but your Face! your
lovely Face ! inclining to round, large piercing
languifhing black Eyes, delicate proportion’d Nofe,.
charming dimpled Mouth, plump red Lips, inviting
-and fwelling, white Teeth, fmall and even, fine
Complexion, and a beautiful Turn! All which you
had an Art to order in fo engaging a manner that
it charm’d all the Beholders, both Sexes were un-
done with looking on you; and I have heard a
witty Man of your Party fwear, your Face gain'd -
more to the League and Aflociation than the Caufe,
and has curs’d a thoufand Times the falfe Myrtilla,
. for preferring Cefario! (lefs beautiful ) to the adorable
Philander ; to add ta this, Heaven! how you fpoke,
when ere you fpoke of Love! in that you far fur-
pafs’d the young Cefario! as young as he, almoft
as great and glorious; oh perfidious Ajrtilla, oh
-falfe, oh foolifh and ingrate !---That you abandon’d
her was juft, the was not worth retaining in.your
i Heart,
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Heart, nor could beworth defending with your
Sword :—-But grant her falfe; oh Philander! How
does her Perfidy intitle you to me? Falfe as fhe is,
you ftill are married to her; inconftant as fhe is,
fhe is flill your Wife; and no Breach of the Nup-
- tial Vow can untie the fatal Knot; and that is a
Mpyftery to common Senfe; fure fhe was born for
Mifchief; and Fortune, when fhe gave her you,
defigned the Ruin of us all; but moft particu{arly

The Unfortunate
SYLVIA.

0o SYLVIA,
M Y Soul’s eternal Joy, my Sylvia! what have

you done, and oh how durft you, knowin

w fond Heart, try it with fo fatal a Stroke
hat means this fevere Letter? and why fo eagerly
at this time? Oh the Day! Is Myrtilla’s Virtue
fo defended? Is it a QxeKion now whether fhe is
falfe or. not? Oh poor, oh frivolous Excufe! You
" -love me not; by all that’s good, you love me not;
to try your Power you have flatter’d and feign’d,.
oh Woman! falfe charming Woman! you have
undone-me, I rave and thall commit fuch Extra-
vagance that will ruin both: I muft upbraid you,
fickle and inconftant, I muft, and this Diftance
will not ferve, ’tis too great; my Reproaches lofe -
their Force; I burft with Refentment, with in-
jurd Love; and you are either the moft faithlefs
of your Sex, or the moft malicious and torment-
ing: Oh I am paft Tricks, my Sylvia, your litte
Arts might do well in a beginning Flame, but to
a fettled Fire that is arriv’d to the higheft Degree,
it does but dump its Fiercénefs, and inftead of
drawing me on, would leflen my Eiteem, if any
: B s fuch
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fuch Deceit were capable to harbour in the
Heart of Sylvia; but fhe is all Divine, and fam
miftaken in the Meaning of what fhe fays. Oh
my Adorable, think no more on that dull falfe
‘Thinga Wife; let her be banifh’d thy Thoughts,
as fhe is my Soul; let her never appear, though
but in a Dream, to fright our folid Joys, or true
_ Happinefs; no, let us look forward to Pleafures
vaft and unconfin’d, to coming Tranfports, and
leave all behind us that contributes not to that .
Heaven of Blifs : Remember, oh Syfvia, that five
tedious Days are paft fince I figh'd at your dear
Feet; and five Days, to a Man fo madly in Love
as your Philander, 1s a tedious Age: *Tis now fix

- a Clock in the Morning, Brilliard will be with
you by eight, and by ten I may have your Per-
miffion to fee you, and then I need not fay how
foon 1 will prefent my felf béfore you at Beélfmt;-
for Heaven’s Sake, my eternal Blefling, if you defign
me this Happinefs, -contrive it fo, that I may fee
no body that belongs to Bellfont, but the fair, the
lovely Sylvia; for I muft be more Moments with
ou, than will be convenient to be taken Notice
of, left they fufpe& our Bufinefs to be Love, and
that Difcovery yet may ruin us. Oh! I will
delay no longer, my Soul is impatient to fee you,
I cannot live another Night without it; I die, by
Heaven, I languifh for the appointed Hour; you
will believe, when you fee my languid Face, and
dying Eyes, how much and great a Sufferer in

1‘\,2 Iam. Dl - :

y Soul’s Delight, you may perhaps deny me
from your Fear; but o{, do 'nyot, thgugb I};fk a
mighty Blefling; Sylvia’s Company alone, filent,
and perhaps by Dark:---Oh tho’ I faint with the
Thought only of fo blefs’d an Opportunity, yet
-you fhall fecure me, by what. Vows, what.Impre-
cations or Ties you pleafe; bind my bufy Hmllds(;

bliag




PartI. - Love-Letters. 35

blind my. ravifh’d Eyes, command my Tongue, do
what you will; but let me hear your Angel’s Voice,
and have the tranfported Joy of throwing my felf
at your Feet; and if you pleafe, give me Leave (a
Man condemned eternally to Love) to plead a
little for my Life and Paffion; let me remove your
. Fears; and tho’ that mighty Tafk never make me
intirely happy, at leaft it will be a great Satisfaction
to me to know, that ’tis not thro' my own Fault
that I am the

Moft Wretched
PHILANDER.

I have order'd Brilliard to wait your Commacnds
at Dorillus’s- Cottage, that he may not be feen at
" Bellfont : Refolve to fee me to Night, or I fball come
without Order, and injure both: My dear damn’d
Wife is difpos’d of at a Ball Cefario makes to - Night ;
the Opportunity will be lucky, not that I fear ber
Fealowfy, but the Effects of it. ’

7% PHILANDER.

I Tremble with the Apprehenfion of what you.
atk: How fhall I comply with your fond
Defires? My Soul bodes fome dire Effeét of this
bold Enterprize, for I muft own, (and blufh while
Ido own itz that my Soul yields Obedience to your
foft Requeft, and even whilft I read your iet-
ter, was diverted with the Contrivance of feeing

ou: For though, as my Brother, you have all the
; reedoms imaginable at Bellfont to entertain and
walk with me, yetit would be difficult and pre-
judicial to my Honour, to receive you alone any
where without my Sifter, and caufe a Sufpicion,
which all about me now are very far from con-
ceiving, except Melinda, Bméy faithful Conﬁdent‘i

~ an

N\
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and too fatal Counfellor; and but for this Fear, I
know, my charming Brother, three little Leagues
fhould not five long Days feparate Philander from
his Sylvia: But, my lovely Brother, fince you be,
it fo earneftly, and my Heart confents fo eafily,
muft pronounce my own Doom, and ﬁ:y, Come,
my Philander, whither. Love or foft Defire invites

you; and take this Direction in the Management -

of this mighty Affair. I would have you, as foon
as this comes to your Hands, to hafte to Dorillus’s
Cottage, without your Equipage, only Brilliard,
whom 1 believe you may truft, both from his own
Difcretion, and your vaft Bounties to him; wait
there ’till you receive my Commands, and I will
. retire betimes to my Apartment, pretending not
to be'well; and as foon as the Evening’s Obfcu-
rity will permit, Melinda fhall let you in at the
Garden Gate, that is next the Grove, unfeen and

unﬁifpe&ed; but oh, thou powerful Charmer, have

a Care, Itruft you with my All: My dear, dear,
my %récious Honour, guard it well; for oh I fear
my Forces are too weak to ftand your Shock of
Beauties; you have Charms enough to juftify my

iclding; but yet, by Heaven I would not for an

mpire: But what is dull Empire to Almighty
Love?! The God fubdues the Monarch; ’tis to
your Strength I truft, for I am a feeble Woman;
a Vitgin quite difarm’d by two fair Eyes, an
Angel’s Voice and Form; but yet I'll die before
T’ll yield my Honour; no, though our unhappy
Family have met Reproach from the imagined
Levity of my Sifter, ’tis I'll redeem the bleeding

Honour of our Family, and my great Parents .

Virtues fhall fhine in me; Iknow it, for if it paffes
this Teft, if I can ftand this Temptation, I am
Proof againft all the World; but I conjure you
aid me if I need it: If I incline but in a languifh-
ing Look, if buta Wifh appear in my Eyes, oti
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I betray Confent but in a Sigh; take not, oh take
not the Opportunity, left when rou have done I

row raging mad, anddifcover all in the wild Fit.
%)h who would venture on an Enemy with fuch
unequal Force? What hardy Fool would hazard
all at Sea, that fees the rifing Storm come rouling
on? who but fond Woman, giddy heedlefs Wo-
man, would thus expofe her Virtue to Tempta-
tion? I fee, I know my Danger, yet I muft per-
mit it: Love, foft bewitching Love will have it
fo, that cannot deny what my feebler Honour for-
bids; and though I tremble with Fear, yet Love
fuggefts, it will be an Age to Night: I long for
my Undoing; for oh I cannot ftand the Batteries
of your Eyes and Tongue; thefe Fears, thefe Con-
ﬂigs I have a thoufand Times a-day; it is pitiful
fometimes to fee me; on one Hand a thoufand
Cupids all gay and (miling prefent Philander with
all the Beauties of his Sex, with all the Softnefs
in his' Looks and Language thofe Gods of Love
can infpire, with all the Charms of Youth adorn’d,
bewitching all, and all tranfporting; on the other
Hand, a poor loft Virgin languifhing and undone,
fighing her willing Rape to the deaf Shades and
Fountains, filling the Woods with Cries, fwelling
the murmuring Rivulets with Tears, her noble
Parents with a generous Rage reviling her, and her
betray’d Sifter loading her bow’d Head with Curfes
and Reproaches, and all about her looking forlorn
and fad. Judge, oh judge, my adorable Brother,
of the Vaftnefs of my Courage and Paflion, when

‘even this deplorable Profpect cannot defend ‘me

from the Refolution of giving you Admittance
into my Apartment this Night, nor fhall ever drive
you from the Soul of your

- SYLVIA
To
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7o SYLVIA.

I Have obey’d my Sylvia’s dear Commands, and
the Diétates of my own impatient Soul; - as
foon as I receiv’d them, Iimmediately took Horfe
for Bellfont, though I knew I fhould not fee my Ado-
rable Sylvia ’till Eight or Nine at Night; but oh
-’tis wondrous Pleafure to be fo much more near
my eternal Joy; I wait at Dorillus’s Cottage the
tedious approaching Night that muit fhelter me in
its kind Shades, and condu& me to a Pleafure I
faint but with imagining; ’tis now, my lovely
Charmer, Three a Clock, and oh how many te-
dious "Hours I am to languith here before the
bleffed one arrive! I know you love, my Sylvia,
-and therefore muft guefs at fome Part of my Tor-
ment, which yet is mix’d with a certain trembling
Joy, not to be imagin’d by any but Syia, who
furely loves Philander; if there be Truth in Beau- -
1y, FY aith in Youth, fhe furely loves him much; -
and much more above her Sex fhe is capable of
Love, by how much more her Soul is form’d of
a fofter and more delicate Compofition; by how
much more her Wit’s refin’d’ and elevated above
her duller Sex, and by how much more fhe is
oblig’d; if Paffion can claim Paffion in return,
fure no Beauty was ever fo much indebted to a
Slave, as Sylvia to Philander; none ever lov’d
like me: Judge then my Pains of Love, my Joys,
my Fears, my Impatience and Defires; and call
me to your facred Prefence with all the Speed of
Love, and as foon as it is dufkifh, imagine me in
the Meadow behind the Grove, ’till'when think
me employ’d in eternal Thoughts of Sylvia; reft-
lefs, and talking to the Trees of Syfvia, fighing
her charming Name, circling with folded Arms
my panting Heart, (that beats and trembles the
© more,
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_more,. the nearet it approaches the. happy BeII{ont)
and fortifying the feeble Trembler againft a Sight
fo ravithing and furprizing; I fear to be fuftain’d
with Life; but if I faint in Sylvia’s Arms, it will
be happier far than all the Glories of Life without
her. '

Send, my Angel, fomething from you to make

the Hours lefs tedious: Confider me, love me,

“and be as impatient as I, that you may the fooner .
find at your Feet your everlafting Lover,

: . PHILANDER.

From Dorillus’s Cottage,

T»-PHILANDER.

I Have at laft recover’d Senfe enough to tell you,

I have receiv’d your Letter by Dordlus, and
which had like to have been difcover’d ;. for he pru-
dently enough put it under the Strawberries he
brought me in a Bafket, fearing he fhould get no
other Opportunity to have given it me; .and my
Mother feeing them look fo fair and frefh, fnatch’d
the Bafket with a Greedinefs I have not feen in
her before; “whilft fhe was calling to her Page for -
a Porcelane Difth to put them out, Dorillus had
an Opportunity to hint to me what lay at the Bot-
tom: Heavens! had you feen my Eiforder and
Confufion ; what thould I do? Love had not one In-
vention in Store, and here it was that all the Sub~
tilty of Women abandon’d me. Oh Heavens,
how cold and pale I grew, left the moft important
Bufinefs of my Life ﬁ\ould be betray’d and ruin’d !
but not to terriz you longer with Fears of my
Danger, the Difh came, and out the Strawberries
- were pour’d, and the Bafket thrown afide on the
Bank where my Mother fate, (for we were in the
Garden when we met accidentally Dorillus ﬁrtﬁh

©wil
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with the Bafket ;) there were fome Leaves of Fern
put at the Bottom between the Bafket and Letter,
which by good Fortune came not out with the
Strawberries,” and after 2 Minute or two I took up
the Bafket, and walking carelefly up and down
the Garden, gatherd here and there a Flower,
Pinks and Jeflamine, and filling my Bafket, fate
down again ’till my Mother had eat her Fill of
the Fruit, and gave me an Opportunizcttto retire
to my Apartment, where opening the er, and
finding you fo near, 'and waiting to fee me, I had-
certainly funk down on the Floor, had not M-
linda fupported me, who only was by.; fomething
fo new, and ’till now fo firange, feiz’d me at the
Thought of fo fecret an Interview, that I loft all
my Senfes, and Life wholly departing, I refted on
Melinda without Breath or Motion; the violent
Effeéts’ of Love and Honour, the impetuous
meeting Tides of the Extreams of Joy and Fear,
rufhing on too fuddenl{, overwhelm’d my Senfes ;
and it was a pretty while before I recover’d Strength
to get to my Cabinet, where a fecond Tiime I open’d
your Letter, and read it again with a thoufand
Changes of Countenance; my whole Mafs of Blood
was in that Moment fo difcompos’d, that I chang’d
from an Ague to a Fever feveral Times in a l\%i-
nute: Oh what will all this bring me to? And
where will the raging Fit end? I die with that
‘Thought, my guilK en flackens in my trembling’
Hand, and I languith and fall over the un-employ’d
Paper;—--Oh help me, fome Divinity,----Or if
you did,—---I fear1 fhould be angry: Oh Phi-
lander! athoufand Paffions and diﬁra:‘,{ed Thoughts
croud to get outy and make their foft Complaints
tothee; but oh they lofe themfelves with mix-
ing; they are blended in a Confufion together,
and Love nor Art can divide them, to deal them
out in Order; fometimes I would tell you of my

Joy
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Joyat ¥m Arrival, and my unfpeaking Tranfports
at the Thought of feeing you fo foon, that I fhall
hear your charmirg Voice, and find you at my
Feet making foft Vows anew, with all the Paffion
of an impatient Lover, with all the Eloquence
that Sighs and Cries, and Tears from thofe lovely
Eyes can exprefs; and fure that is enough to con-
quer any where, and to which coarfe vulgar Words
aredull. ‘The Rhetorick of Love is half-breath’d,
interrupted Words, languithing Eyes, flattering
Speeches, broken Sighs, prefling the Hand, and
falling Tears: Ahhow do they not perfuade, how
do they not charm and conquer; ’twas thus, with

- thefe foft eafy Arts, that Sylvia firft was won ;
for fure no Arts of Speaking could have talked
my Heart away, though you can fpeak like any
God: Oh whither amfdriven? What do I fay?
*Twas not my Purpofe, not my Bufinefs here, to
ii;'e a Charaéter of Philander, no nor to fpeak of
ve; but oh! like Cowley’s Lute, my Soul will
found to nothing but to Love: Talk what you
will, begin what Difcourfe you pleafe, I end it
all in Love, becaufe my Soul is ever fix'd on
Philander, and infenfibly its Biafs leads to that Sub-
je&t; no, Idid not, whenl began to write, think
of fpeaking one Word of my own Weaknefs; but

" to have to%d you with what refolv’d Courage, Ho-
nour and Virtue, I expe& your coming ; and fure
fo facred a Thing as Love was not made to ruin
thefe, and therefore in vain, my lovely Brother,
you will attempt it; and yet, oh Heavens! Igave
a private Affignation, in my Apartment, alone
and at Night; where Silence, Love and Shades,
are all your Friends, where Opportunity obliges
your Paffion, while, Heaven knows, not one of
all thefe, nor any kind Power, is Friend to me;
I fhall be left to you and all thefe Tyrants expos’d,

without other Guards than this boafted Virtue,
which



42 Love-Letters. Part 1.

which had need be wondrous to refift all thefe
powerful Enemies of its Purity and Repofe. Alas
I know not its Strength, I never try’d it yet; and
this will be the firft Time it has ever been expos’d
to your Power; the firft Time I ever had Courage
to meet you as a Lover, and let you in by Stealth,
and put myfelf unguarded into your Hands: Oh
" 1die with the Apprehenfion of approaching Danger !
and yet I have not Power to retreat; I muft on,
Love compels me, Love holds me faft; the fmiling
Flatterer promifes a thoufand Joys, a thoufand
ravithing Minutes of Delight ; al)l, innocent and
harmlefs as his Mother’s Doves: but oh they bill
and kifs, and do a thoufand Things I muft forbid
Philander 3 for I have often heard him fay with
Sighs, that his Complexion render’d him f;fs ca-
- pable of the foft Play of Love, than any other
ver: I have feen him fly my very Touches,

et fwear they were the greateft ch on Earth:
tempt him. even with my Looks from Virstue;
and when I afk the Caufe, or cry he is cold, he
Vows ’tis becaufe he dares not endure my ‘Temp-
tations; fays his Blood runs hotter and fiercer in
_his Veins than any other’s does; nor have the oft
reépeated Joys reap’d in the Marriage Bed, any
" Thing abated that which he wifh’d, but he fear'd
would ruin me: Thus, thus whole Days we have
fate, and gaz’d, and figh’d; but durit not truft our
Virtues wijth fond Dalliance. : "

- My Page is come to tell me that Madam the
Dutchefs of--is come to Bellfont, and I am oblig’d
to quit my Cabinet, but with infinite Regret, being
at prefent much more to my Soul’s Content em-
ploy’d; but Love muft fometimes give Place to
Deyoir, and Refpe&. Dorillus too waits, and tells
Melinda he will net depart without fomething for
his Lord, to entertain him till the happy Hour.
The Ruftick pleas’d me with the Concern he bad

'for'
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for my Philander; oh my charming Brother, you
_ have an Art to tame even Savages, a Tongue that
would charm and engage Wildnefs itfelf, . to Soft-
nefs and Gentlenefs, and give the rough unthink-
ing, Love; ’tis a tedious Time to Night, how fhall
I pafs the Hours?

70 SYLVIA.

SAY, fond Love, whither wilt thou lead me ?
Thou haft brought me from the noify Hurries of
the Town, to charming Solitude; from croudedCa-
bals, where mighty Things are refolving, to lonely
Groves; to thy own Abodes where thou dwell't;
gay and pleas’d among the Rural Swains in fhady
homely Cottages; thou haft brought me to a Grove
of Flowers, to the Brink of purling Streaois,
where thou haft laid me down to contemplate on
Sylvia, to think my tedious Hours away in the
fofteft Imagination a Seul infpird by Love can
-conceive, to increafe my Paffion by every Thing I"
behold ; for every Sound that meets the Senfe is
thy proper Mufick, oh Love, and every Thing
infpires thy DiQates; the Winds around me blow
foft, and mixing with wanton Boughs, continually
: E:y and kifs;- while thofe, like a coy Maid in
ve, refift, and comply by Turns; they, like a
* ravifh’d vigorous Lover, rufh on with a. tranfported
Violence,rudely embracing their Spring-drefs’d Mi-
firefs, ruffling her Native Order; while the pretty
Birds on the dancing Branches inceflantly make
Love; upbraiding duller Man with his defective
want of Fire: I\%an, the Lord of all! He to be
ftinted in the moft valuable Joy of Life; Is it not
pity? Here is no troublefome Honour, amongft
the pretty Inhabitants of the Woods and Streams,
fondly to give Laws to Nature, but uncontroul’d
they play, and fing, and love; no Parents checltcl;n_g -
. ' eir
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their dear Delights, no flavith Matrimonial Ties to
reftrain their nobler Flame, No Spies to interrupt
their ‘bleft Appointments; but every little Neft is
free and open to receive the young fledg’d Lover ;
every Bough is confcious of their Paffion, nor do
the generous Pair languifh in tedious Ceremony;
but meeting look, and like, and love, imbrace
_ with their wingy Arms, and falute with their little
‘opening Bills; thisis their Courtfhip, this the amo-
rous Compliment, and this only the Introduétion
to all their following Happinefs; and thus it is with
the Flocks and Herds; while fcanted Man, born
alone for the Fatigues of Love, with induftrious
"Toil, and all his boafting Arts of Eloquence, his
God-like Image, and his noble Form, may labour
on a tedious Term of Years, with Pain, lg;(pcnce,
and Hazard, before he can arrive at Happinefs,
and then too perhaps his Vows are unregarded,
and all his Sighs and Tears are vain. Tell me,
oh you Fellow-Lovers, ye amorous dear Brutes,
tell me, when ever you lay languithing beneath your
Coverts, thus for your fair She, and durft not ap-
roach for fear of Honour? Tell me, b{ a gentle
%leat, ye little butting Rams, do you figh thus for
your foft, white Ewes ? Do youlie thus conceal’d,
to wait the coming Shades of Night, ’till all the
curfed Spies are folded ! No, no, even you are
much more bleft than Man, who is bound up to
Rules, fetter’d by the nice Decencies of Honour.
My Divine Maid, thus were my Thoughts em-
ploy’d, when from the fartheft End of the Grove,
where I now remain, Ifaw Dorillus approach with
thy welcome Letter; he tells, you had like to have
been furpriz’d in making it up; and he receiv’d it
with much Difficulty: Ah Sylvia, thould any Ac-
. cident happen to prevent my feeing you to Night,
I were undone for ever, and you muft expe& to
. find me ftretch’d out, dead and cold under this
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Oak, where now I lie writing on its knotty Root.
Thy Letter, I confefs, is dear; it contains thy
‘Soul,  and my Happinefs; by this After-ftory of
the Surprize I long to be inform’d of, for from
thence I may gather Part of my Fortune. 1 rave
and die with Fear of 2 Difappointment; not butI’
would undergo a thoufand Torments and Deaths
for Sylvia; but oh confider me, and let me not
fuffer if poffible; for know, my charming Angel,
my impatient Heart is almoft broke, and will not
contain itfelf without being nearer my adorable
-Maid, without taking in at my Eyes a little Com~
fort; no, I am refolv’d; put me not off with
"Tricks, which foolith Honour invents to jilt Man-
kind with; for if you do, by Heayen I will forget
all Confiderations and Refpe&, and force myfelf
with all the Violence of raging Love.into the Pre-
fence of my cruel Sylvia; own her mine, and ra-
" vith my Delight ; nor, fhall the happy Walls of -
Bellfmt be of Strength fufficient to fecure her;
nay, perfuade me not, for if you make me mad
and raving, this will be the Effe&ts on’t:----Oh
pardon me, my facred Maid, pardon the Wild-
nefs of my frantick Love----I paufed, took a Turn
or two in the lone Path, confider’d what I had
faid, and found it was too much, too bold, too
‘rude to approach my foft, my tender Muid: Iam
calm, my Soul, as thy bewitching Smiles; . hufh,
as"thy fecret Sighs, and will refolve to die rather
than offend my adorable Virgin; only fend me
Word what you think of my Fate, while I expet
it here on this kind Mofly ged where now I lie;
which I would not quit for a Throne, fince here
I may hope the News may fooneft arrive to make
me happier than 2 God! which that nothing on my
Part may prevent,I here vow in the Face of Heaven,
I will not abufe the Freedom my Sylvia bleffes me
with; nor thall my Love go beyond the Limits ef
. Honour. -
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Honour. Sylvia fhall command with a Frown,
- and fetter me with a Smile; prefcribe Rules to m
longing, ravith’d Eyes, and pinion my bufy, fond,
roving Hands, and lay at her Feet, like a tame

Slave, her Adoring
PHILANDER.

~

. THPHILANDER.

APproach, approach, you facred Queen of Night,
and bring Philander veil’d from all Eyes gbut
mine; approach at a fond Lover’s Call, behold
how I lie panting with Expe&ation, tir'd out with
our tedious -Ceremony to the God of Day; be
ind, oh levely Night, and let the Deity J;fcend
to his beloved Thetis’s Arms, and I to my Phi-
lander’s ; the Sun and I muft fnatch our Joys in the
fame happy Hours; favour’d by thee, oh facred,
filent Night! See, fee, the enamour’d Sun is hafting
on apace to his expe&ting Miftrefs, whilethou dull
Nightart flowly lingering yet. Advance,my Friend !
my Goddefs! and my Confident! hide all my .
Blufhes, all my foft Confufions, my Tremblings,
‘Tranfports, and Eyes all languithing.

Oh Philander! a thoufand Things I have done
to divert the tedious Hours, but nothing can; all
Things. are dull without thee. I amtir'd with every
thing, impatient to end, as foon as I begin them;
even the Shades and folitary Walks afford me now
no Eafe, noSatisfaction, and Thought but aflills
me more, that us’d to relieve. And.I at laft have
Recourfe to my kind Pen: For while I write,
methinks I am talking to thee; I tell thee thus my
Soul, while thou, methinks, art all the while
fmiling and liftening by ; this is much eafier than
filent Thought, and my Soul is never weary of
this Converfe; and. thus I would fpeak a thoufand

= X . Things,
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Things, but that ftill, methinks, Words do not -
enough exprefs my Soul; to underftand that right,
.there requires Looks ; there is a Rhetorick in Looks ;
in Sighs and filent Touches that furpaffes all;
there is an Accent in the Sound of Words too,
that gives a Senfe and foft Meaning to little Things,
which of themfelves are of trivial Value, and in-
fignificant; and by the-Cadence of* the Utterance
may exprefs a Tendernefs which their own Mean-
ing does not bear; by this I wou’d infinuate, that
the Story of the Heart cannot be fo well told by
this Way, as by Prefence and Converfation; fure
Philander underftands what I mean by this, which
poflibly is Nonfenfe to all but a Lover, who ap- -
prehends all the little fond Prattle of the Thing be-
lov’d, and finds an Eloquence in it, thatto a Senfe
unconcern’d would appear even approaching to
Folly: But Philander,.who has the true Notions
of Love in him, apprehends all that can. be faid
on that dear Subject; to him I venture to fay any
Thing,whofe kind and foft Imaginations ca.nj{nppl
all-my Wants in the Defcription of the Soul : Wiﬁ
it not, Philander? Anfwer me:---But oh, where
-art thou? I fee thee not, I touch thee not; but
when I hafte with Tranfport to embrace thee, ’tis
Shadow all, “and my poor Arms return empty to
my Bofom: Why, oh why com’ft thou not? Why
art thou cautious, and prudently waifted the flow-
pac’d Night: Oh cold, oh unreafonable Lover,
why ?---But I grow wild, and know not what I
fay: Impatientiovc betrays me to a thoufand Fol-
lies, a thoufand Rathneffes: I die with Shame; but
I muft be undone, and it is no matter how, whe-
ther. by my own Weaknefs, Philander’s Charms,
-or both, I know not; but fo it is deftin’d,----Oh
Philander, it is two tedious Hours Love has
counted fince you writ to me, yet are but a quar-
ter of 2 Mile diftant; what have you been doix;ﬁ
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all that live-long while? Are you not unkind ?
Does not Sylvia %ie negle¢ted and unregarded in
your Thoughts? Huddled up confufedly with your
. graver Bufinefs of State, and almoft loft in the
" ambitious Croud? Say, fay, my lovely Charmer,
is the not? Does not this fatal Intereft you efpoufe,
rival your Sylvia? Is fhe not too often remov’d
thence to let in that haughty T{{rant Miftrefs ? Alas,
Philander, 1 more than fear

adorable Lover, when 1 look forward on our
coming Happinefs, when ever I lay by the Thoughts
of Honour, and give a loofe to Love; I run
not far in the pleafing Career, before that-
dreadful Thought flopp’d me on my Way: I
have a fatal prophetick Fear, that gives a Check to
my foft Purfuit, and tells me that thy unhappy
Engagement in this League, this accurfed Affo-
ciation, will one Day undo us toth, and part for
ever thee and thy unlucky Sylvia; Yes, yes, my
dear Lord, my Soul does prefage an unfortunate
Event from this dire Engagement; nor can your
falfe Reafoning, your.fancy’d Advantages, recon-~
cile it to my honeft, good-natur’d Heart; and fure-
ly the Defign is inconfiftent with Love, for two
izch mighty Contradi&ions and Enemiies, as Love
and Ambition, or Revenge, can never fure abide
in one Soul together, at leaft Love can but fhare
Philander's Heart; when Blood and Revenge

(which he mifcalls Glory) rivals it, and has poffi-

bly the greateft Part in it: Methinks, this Notion
enlarges in me, and every Word I fpeak, and
everng

fonto me; and give me leave (while I am full of
the Jealoufy of it) to exprefs my Sentiments, and

lay before ‘you thofe Reafons, that Love and I-

think moft fubftantial ones; what you have hitherto
defired of me, oh unreafonable Philander, and
what I (out of Modefty and Honour) deny’l(‘i, I
e . ave

eis: andoh, my _

inute’s Thought of 1t, ftrengthens its Rea- -
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‘have Reafon to.fear (from the abfolute Conqueft
you have made of my Heart) that fome Time or
other the charming Thief may break in and rob me
of; for Fame and Virtue Love begins to laugh at.
My dear unfortunate Condition being thus, it is
*not impoflible, oh Philander, but 1 may one Day,
in fome unlucky Hour, in fome foft bewitching
Moment, in fome fpiteful, critical, ravithing Mi-
- nute, yield all tothe charming Philander ; and if fo,
where, oh where is my Security, that I fhall not
be abandon’d by the lovely Viétor? For it is not
our Vows which you call facred (and I alas be-
ieve fo) that can fecure me, tho’I, Heaven knows,
believe themall,and am undone ; you may keep them
all too, and I believe you will; butph, Philander,
in thefe fatal Circumftances you have engag’d your-
felf, can you fecure' me my Lover? Your Prote-
ftations you may, but -not the dear Proteftor. Is
+t not enough, oh Philander, for my eternal Un-
quiet,  and Undoing, to know that you are mar-
’d, and cannot therefore be entirely mine; is not.
Kis enough, oh cruel Philander? But you muft
efpoufe a fatal Caufe too, more pernicious than
that of Matrimony, and more deftruftive to my
- Repofe: Oh give me leave to reafon with you, and
fince you have been pleas’d to truft and affli¢t me
with the Secret, which, honeft as I am, I will
never betray; yet, yet give me leave to urge the
Danger of it to you, and confequently to me, if
you purfue it; when you are with me, we can
think, and talk, and argue nothing but the migh-
tier Bufinefs of Love; and it is fit that I, fo fondly,
and fatally lov’d by you, fhould warn you of the
Danger. éonﬁder, my Lord, you are born Noble,
from Parents of untainted Loyalty; bleft with a
Fortune few Princes beneath Sovereignty are Ma-
fters of ; bleft with all-gaining Youth, commanding
Beauty, Wit, Courage, Bravery of Mind, and g\ll
' © that.
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that renders Men efteem’d and adord: What
would you -more? What is it, oh my charmin§
Brother then, that you fet up for? Is it Glory
Oh miftaken, lovely Youth, that Glory is but
a glittering Light, that flathes for a2 Moment, and
then difappears; it is a falfe Bravery, that will bring
an eternal Blemifh upon your honeft Fame and
Houfe; render your honourable Name hated, de-
tefted, and abominable in Story to after Ages; 2
Traytor! the worft of Titles, the moft inglorious
_ and thameful; what has the King, our good, our
gracious Monarch done to Philander? How dif-
oblig’d him? Or indeed, what Injury to Man-
kind? Who has he opprefs’d? Where play’d the
Tyrant or thg Ravither! What one cruel or angry
Thing has he committed in all the Time of his for»
tunate and peaceable Reign overus? Whofe Ox
or whofe Afs has he unjuftly taken? What Orphan
wrong’d, or Widow’s Tears n{fle&ed? But all
his Life has been one continued Miracle; all good,
all gracious, calm and merciful: And this good,
this Godlike King is mark’d -out for Slaughter,
defign’d a Sacrifice to the private Revenge of a few
ambitious Knaves and Rebels, whofe Pretence is
the public Good, and doomed to be bafely mur-
dered: A Murder! even on the worft of Criminals,
carries with it a Cowardife fo black and infamous,
as the moft abje&t Wretches, the meaneft fpirited
Creature has-an Abhorrence for: What! to mur-
der a Man unthinking, unwarn’d, unprepar’d and
undefended ! oh barbarous! oh poor and moft un-
brave! What Villain is there loft to all Humani-
ty, to be found upon the Face of the Earth, that,
when done, dare own fo hellith a Deed as the
Murder of the meaneft of his Fellow Subjes,
much lefs the facred Perfon of the King; the
Lord’s Anointed; on whofe awful Face ’tis im-
pofiible to look without that Reverence where-
: with
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with one would behold a God ! Fer ’tis thoft cer-
tain, that every Glance from his picrcing, wondrous
Eyes, begets a trembling Adoration; for my Part,
I fwear to you, Philander, 1 never approach his
facred Perfon, but my Heart beats, my Blood runs
cold about me, and my Eyes overflow with Tears
of Joy, while an awful Confufion feizes me all
overy; and I am certain fhould the moft harden’d
of your bloedy Rebels look him in the Face, the
* devilifh Inflrument of Death would drop from his
facrilegious Hand, and leave him confounded at
the Feet of the Royal forgiving Sufferer ; his Eyes
have in them fomething fo fierce, fo majeftick com-
manding, and yet fo good and merciful, as would fof-
ten Rebellion itfelfinto repenting Loyalty ; and like
Cains Martus, feein to fay,~-—-Who is it dares hurt the
King ?--They alone, like his Guardian Angels, de-
fend his facred Perfon : Oh ! what Pity it is, unhap
young Man, thy Education was not neag the King,
>T'is plain, ’tis reafonable, ’tis honeft, great and
glorious to believe, what thy own Senfe (if thou
wilt but think and confider) will inftru& thee in,
that T'reafon, Rebellion ahd Murder, are far from
the Paths that lead to Glory, which are as diftant
2 Hell from Heaven. What is it then to advance?
(fince I fay ’tis plain, Glory is never this Way to
be atchiev’d) Isit to add more thoufands to t
Fortune has already fo lavifhly beftowed on you?
Oh my Philander, that’s to double the vaft Crime,
which réaches already to Damnation: Would your
Honour, - your Confcience, your Chriftianity,. or
common Humanity, fuffer yon to inlarge your:Fors
tenes at the Price of a.‘not{;er’s Ruin; and make
the Spoils of forme honeft, noble, unfortunate Ea.
hily; the Rewards of your Treachery! Wouldysu
buﬂ'd your ¥ame on fuch a Foundation? Perhaps
on the Deftrutlion of fome Friend or Kinfman.
Oh barbareus -and miﬂa&anGrcat’nefs ¥ ’F-hie‘vc;
, . 2 an

d |
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and Robbers would fcorn fuch Outrages, that had
but Souls and Senfe. -

Is it for Addition of Titles? What Elevation
can you have much greater than where you now
ﬁang’ fix’d? If you do not grow giddy with your
fancied falfe Hopes, and fal from that glorious
Height you are already arrived to, and which, with

" the honeft Addition of Loyalty, is of far more

Value and Luftre, than to arrive at Crowns by
Blood and Treafon. This will laft; to Ages laft:
While tother will be ridiculed to all P%)eﬁerity,
:fhort-liv’d and reproachful here, infamous and ac-
curfed to all Eternity. o

Is it to make Cefario King? Oh what is Cefario
to my Philander ? If a Monarchy you defign, then
why not this King, this great, this good, this Royal
Forgiver? This,- who was born a King, and born
wour King; and holds his Crown by Right of Na-
ture, by Right of Law, by Right of Heaven itfelf;
Heaven who has preferved him, and confirmed him
ours, by a thoufand miraculous Efcapes and Suffer-
ings, and indulged him ours by ten thoufand A&ts
of Mercy, andendeared him to us by his wondrous
Care'and Conduét, ?{ fecuring of lzeace, Plenty,
Eafe and luxurious Happinefs, over all the fortu-
nate Limits of his blefled Kingdoms: And will

ou? .Would you deftroy this wondrous Gift of .

eaven? , This Godlike King, this real Good we
now poflefs, for a moft uncertain one; and with
it the Repofe of all the happy Nation? To efta-
blith 2 King without Law, without Right, without
Confent, without Title, and indeed without even
competent Parts for fo vaft a*Truft, or fo glori-
ous a Rule? One who never oblig’d ‘the Nation
by one fingle A& of Goodnefs or Valour, in all
the Courfe of his Life; and who never fignaliz’d
himfelf ta the Advantage of one Man of all the
Kingdem: A Prince unfortunate . in his 'P-rinciple;
wng oo an




Part 1. Love-Letters. 53

and ‘Morals; and whofe fole, fingle Ingratitude to
his Majefty, for fo many rayal Bounties, Honours,
and Glories heap’d upon him, is of itfelf enough
to fet any honeft generous Heart againft him. What
is it bewitches you fo? Is it his Beauty? Then
Philander has a greater Title than Cefario; and
not one other Merit has he, fince in Piety, Chaftity,
Sobriety, Charity and Honour, he as little excels,
as in Gratitude, Obedience and Loyalty. What
then, my dear Philander ? Is it his Weaknefs? Ah,.
there’s the Argument: You all propofe, and think
to govern fo foft a King: But believe me, oh un-
happy Philander! nothing is more ungovernable’
than a Fool; nothing more obftinate, wilful, con-
ceited, and cunning; and for his Gratitude, let the
World judge what he muft prove to his Servants,
who has dealt fo ill with his Lord and Mafter;
how he muft reward thofe that prefent him with
a Crown, who deals fo ungracioufly with him
who gave him Life, and who fet him up an hap-
pier 5bjt& than 2 Monarch : No, no, Philander;
he that can cabal, and contrive td dethrone a Father,
will- find- it eafy to-difcard the wicked and hated
Inftruments, that aflifted him to mount it; decline
him then, oh fond and deluded Philander, decline
him early; for you of all the reft ought to do fo,
and not to fet a helping Hand to load him with
Honours, that chofe you out. from all the World
to load. with Infamy: ‘Remember that; Remember
Myrtilla, 3nd then renounce him; do not you con-
tribute to the adorning of his unfit Head with a
‘Diadem, the moft glorious of Ornaments, who
unadorned yours with the moft inglorious of all
Reproaches. Think of this, oh thou unconfidering,
noble Youth; lay thy Hand upon thy generous
Heart, and tell it all the Fears, all the Reafonings
of her that loves thee more than Life. A thoufand

Arguments I could bring,but thefe few unftudied
C 3 . (fal-



- TPy, &7
e T o

. 54 Love-Letters. Part L.

fallihg in amongft my, fofter Thoughts) I beg you
will accept of, ’till { can more at large deliver
the glorious Argument to your Soul; let this fuffice
to.tell thee, that, like Caflandra, 1 rave and pro-
phefy in vain; this Affociation will be the eternal
Ruin of Philander; for let it fucceed or rot, either
Way thou art undone ; if thou purfuett it, I muftin-

fallibly fall with thee, if I refelve to. follow thy.

goodor ill Fortune; for.you cannot intend Love
and Ambition, Sylvia and Cefario at once: No,
perfuade me not; the Title to one or tother muft
be laid- down, Sykvia or Cefario muft be abandon’d :
‘This is my fix’d Refolve, if thy too powerful Ar-

guments coavince not in fpite of Reafon, for they
and

can doit; thouhaft the Tongue of an Angel‘,
the Eloquence of a God, and while I liften to.thy
Yoice, I take all thou fay'ft for wondsous Senfe,
----Farewel; about two Hours hence I fhall ex-
peét you at the Gate that leads into the Garden
Grove-—Adieu! Remember . '

. SYL VI

p— y . AR 2R EEAA A 2u ) aen i ans man aas
9o SYL VI A:
H OW comes my charming Sylvia fo fkilled' in-
the Myfteries of State? Where learnt-her ten-
der Heart the Notions of rigid Bufinefs ! - Where
her foft Torigue, formed only for the dear- Ean-
guage of Love, to talk of the Concerns ¢f Nations
and Kingdoms? ’Tis true, when I gave my Soul
away to my dear Counfellor, I referved nothing
to myfelf,. not even that Secret that fo concerned
my ]z'ife, but laid all at her Merey ; my generous
HFeart could not love at alefs Rate, than to lavifl

all, and be undone for Sylvia; ’tis glorious Ruin,

and it pleafes me, if it advance one fingle Joy, or add
one Demontftration of my.Love to Sylvia; ’tis pot
enongh

\




Part 1. Love-Letters. 85

enough that we tell thofe we love all they love to
hear, but one ought to tell them too, every Secret that
we know, and conceal no Part of that Heart one
has made a Prefent of to the Perfon one loves; ’tis -
a Treafon in Love not to be pardoned: I am fen-
fible that when my Story is told (and this happy
one of my Love ﬂZa.ll make up the greateft Part of
my Hiftory) thofe that love not like me will be
apt toblame me, and charge me with Weaknefs,
for revealing fo great a Truft to 2 Woman, and
amongft all that 1 fhall do to arrive at Glory, that
will brand me with Feeblenefs; but Sylvia, when
Lovers fhall read it, the Men will excufe me, and
the Maids blefs me! I fhall be a fond admired
Precedent for them to point out to their remifs re-
ferving Lovers, who will be reproached for not
purfuing my Example. I know not what Opi-
nion Men generally have of the Weaknefs of
Women ; but’tis fure a vulgar Error, for were
they like my adorable Splvia, bad they had her
Wit, her Vivacity of Spirit, her Courage, her ge-
nerous Fortitude, her Command in every graceful
Look and AQion, they were moft certainly fit to
rule and reign; and Man was only bern robuft
and ftrong, to fecure them on thofe Thrones they
are formed (by: Beauty, Softnefs, and a2 Thoufand
Charms which Men want) to poflefs. Glorious
‘Weman was born for Command and Dominion ;
and the’ Cuftom has ufurped us the Name of Rule
over all; we from the Beginning found ourfelves
(i fpite of all our boafted Prero?tive) Slaves
and Vaffals to the Almighty Sex. "Fake then my
Share of Empire,- ye Gods; and give me Love !
Eet me toil to gain, but let Sylvia triumph and
reign; I afk no more than the led Slave at her
Chariot Wheels, to gaze onr my charming Con-
querefs, and wear with Joy her Fetters! Oh how
proud I fhould be to fee the dear Victor of S:»nu’i

Cs
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Soul fo elevated, fo adorn’d with Crowns and
Scepters at her Feet, which1 had won; to fee her
finiling on the adoring Croud, diftributing her Glo-
ries to young waiting Princes; there dealing Pra-
vinces, and there a Coronet.. Heavens! methinks
I fee the lovely Virgin in this. State, her Chariot
flowly driving through the Multitude that prefs to
gaze upon her, fhe drefs’d like Venus, richly gay .
and loofe, her Hair and Robe blown by the flying
Winds, difcovering a thoufand Charms to View ;
thus the young Goddefs looked, then when fhe.
drove her Chariot down defcending Clouds, to _
megt the Love-fick Gods in cooling Shades ; and
fo would look my Sylvia! Ah, my . foft, lovely
Maid; fuch Thoughts as thefe fird me with Am-
bition: For me, 1 fwear by every Power that made:
me love, and made the wondrous fair, I defign
no more by this great Enterpr ze than to make thee '
fome glorious Thing, elevated above what we have
feen yet on Earth ; to raife thee above Fate er
Fortune, beyond that Pity of - thy duller Sex, who
underftand not thy Soul, nor can ever reach the
Flights of thy. generous Love! No, my Soul’s
Joy, I muft not leave thee liable to their little na-
tural Malice and Scorn, to the Impertinence of
their Reproaches. No, my Sylvia, 1 muft on,
the great Defign muft move forward; tho’ I aban-
don it, ’twill advance; it is already too far to put
a Stop to it; and now I am entered, it is in vain
to retreat; if we are profperous, it will to all
Ages becalled a glorious Enterprize; but if we fail,
it will be bafe, horrid and infamous; forthe World
judges of nothing but by the Succefs; that Caufe
is always good that is profperous, that is ill which
is unfuccefsful. Should I now retreat, I run man
Hazards; butto go onIrun but one; by the fir
I fhall alarm the whole Cabal with a Jealoufy of
my difcovering, and thofe are Perfons of too gr'e?t
enfe
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Senfe and Courage, not to take fome private way
of Revenge, to fecure their own Stakes; and ta
make myfelf uncertainly fafe by a Difcovery, in-
deed, were to gain a Refuge fo ignoble, asa Man
of Honour would fcorn to purchafe Life at; nor
would that Bafenefs fecure me. But in going on,
oh Sylvia ! whenthree Kingdoms fhall lie unpdflefs’d,
and be expofed as it were,amongft the rafling Croud,
who knows but the Chance may be mine, as well as
any other’s, who has but the fame Hazard, and
Throw for it? If the ftrongeft Sword muft do it,
{as that muit do 'it)) why not mine ftill? Why
may not mine ftill! Why may not mine be that
fortunate one ? Cefario has no more Right to it
than Philander; ’tis true, a few of the Rabble
will pretend he has a better Title to it, but they
are a fort of eafy Fools, lavith in nothing but
Noife and Nonfenfe; true to Change and Incon-
ftancy, and will abandon him to their own Fury
for the next that cries Haloo: Neither is there one
Part of fifty (of the Fools that cry him up) for
his Intereft, tho’ they ufe him for a Tool to work
with, he being the only Great Man that wants
Senfe enough to find out the Cheat which they
dare impofe upon. Canany Body of Reafon believe,
if they had defign’d him Good, they Would let him
bare-fac’d have own’d a Party fo oppofite to ail
Laws of Nature, Religion, Humanity, and com-
mon Gratitude? When his Intereft, if defign’d,
might have been carry’d on better, if he had ftill
diffembled, and ftay’d in Court: No, believe me,
Sylvia, the Politicians fhew him, to render him
odious to all Men of tolcrable Senfe of the Party 3
for what Reafon foevet they have who are difoblig’d
(or at leaft think themfelves .fo) to fet up for Ei-
berty, the World knows Cefario .renders - himfelf
the worft of Criminals by it, and has abandon’d
an Intereft more glorious and eafy than Empire,
: ) . ‘ C 5 . .. ta
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1o fide with and aid People that never did, or ever
can oblige him; and he is fo dull as to imagine that
for his Sake, who never did' us Service or Good,
;:mlefs Cuckolding us be good) we fhould venture

ife and Fame to pull down a true Monarch, to
fet up his Baftard over us. ‘Cefario muft pardon me,
if I think his Politicks are fhallow as his Parts, and
that his own Intereft has undone him; for of what
Advantage foever the Defign may be to us, it re-
ally fthocks one’s Nature to find a Son engag’d
againft a Father, and to him fuch a Father. Nor,
when Time comes, fhall I forget the Ruin of
Myrtilla. But let him hope on----and' fo will I,
as do a thoufand more, for ought I know ; T fet
eut as fair asthey, and'will ftart.as eagerly; if I
mifs it now, I havé Youth and Vigour fufficient
for another Race; and while I ftand on Fortune’s
Wheel as the rolls it round, it may be my TFurn
to be o’th’ Top;, for when ’tis fet in. Motion, be-
lieve me, Sylvia; it is not eafily fix’d: However let
it fuffice; I am now in, pafta Retreat, and to urge
it now to me, is but to put me into inevitable
 Danger; at beft'it can but fet me where I was;

that is'worfe than Death. When every Fool is
-aiming at a Kingdom, what Man of tolerable Pride
and Arm.bition can be unconcerned, and not put
himfelf into a Pofture of catching, when a Diadem
fhall be thrown among the Croud ! It were Infen-
fibility, ftupid Dulnefs, not to lift a Hand, or
make ap Effort to fnatch it as it fiies: Though the
glorious falling Weight thould crufh me,’ it is great
to attempt; and if Fortune do not favour Fools
I have as fair 2 Grafp for it as any other Adven-
turer, :

This, my Sylvia, is my Senfe of a Bufinefs you
fo much dread; "I may rife, but I cannot fall ;
therefore, my Sylvia, urge it no more; Love gave
. me Ambition, and do not divert the gloriousfﬁé{‘;

: e
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#&s of your wondrous Charms, but let them

ow, and fpread, and fee what they will pro-
ice for m%' lovely f{lfuiﬂ, the Advantages will
moft certainly be her’s:----But no more: HMow
came my Love fo dull to entertain thee fo many
Minutes thus with Reafons for an Affair, which
one foft Hour with Sylvia will convince to what
fhe would have it; believe me, it wilt, I will fa-
crifice all to her Repofe, nay, to her leaft Com-
mand, even the Life of

(My Eternal Pleafure)

: Your PHILANDER.

Phave no knger Patience, I maft be coming to-
wards the Grove, tho’ it will do me no Goody, more
than knowing F am [o much nearer my adorable
Creature.

1 conjure you burn this, for writing in baffe Pluve
not counterfeited my Hand,

o SYLVIA.

. Writ in.a Pasr of Tablets.

MY" Charmer, I wait your Commands in the
Meadow behind the Grove, where I faw Do-
rinda, Dorillus his Daughter, entring with a Bafket
of Cowflips for Sylvia, unneceflarily offering
Sweets to the Goddefs of the Groves, from whence
they (with all the reft of their gaudy Fellows of
the Spring) affume their ravithing Odours. T take
every Opportunity of telling my Syliz what T
have fo often repeated, and fhall be ever repeating
with the fame Joy while I live, thatI love my
Sykvia-to Death and Madnefs; that my Soul is on
the Rack, till fhe fend me the hapry advancing
Word, And yet believe Cm,e, lovely Maid, I could
6

grow
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row old with waiting here the blefled Moment,
slough fet at any Diftance (within the Compafs of
Life, and impofiible to be ’till then arriv’d to) but
when I am fo near approach’d it, Love from all
Parts rallies and haftens to my Heart for the
mighty Encounter, ’till the poor panting overload-
ed Victim dies with the prefling Weight. No more,
----You know it, for it is, and will be eternally
Syvia’s.

POSTCRIPT.

. Remember, my Adorable, it is now feven a Clock
I have my Watch in my Hand, waiting and looking
on the flow-pac’d Minutes. Eight will quickly ar-
rive, 1 bope, and then it is dark enaugh to bide me;
think where I am, and who I am, waiting near Syl-
via, and her Philander. - ' .

I think, my dear Angel, you have the other
Key of thefe 'lzablets, if not, they are eafily broke
open: You have an Hour good to write in, Sylvia
and I fhall wait unemployed by any Thing but
Thought. Send me Word how you were like to
have been furpriz’d; it may poflibly be of Advan-
tage to me in this Night’s dear Adventure. I
wonder'd at the Superfcription of my Letter in-
deed, of which Dorillus could give me no other
Account, than that you were furpriz’d, and he re-
ceiv'd it with Difficulty; give me the Story now,
do it in Charity, my Angel. Befides, I would
employ all thy Moments, for I am jealous of
every one that is not dedicated to Sylvia’s Phi-

o
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7o ' PHILANDER.

I Have received your Tablets, of which I have

the Key, and Heaven only knows (for Lovers
cannot, unlefs they loved like Sy/via, and her Phi-
lander) what Pains and Pantings my Heart fuftain’d”
.at every Thought they brought me of thy near Ap-
proach ; every Moment I ftart, and am ready to
faint with Joy, Fear, and fomething not to be ex-
prefs’d that feizes me. To add to this, I have
bufy’d myfelf with drefling my Apartment up with
Flowers, fo that I fancy the ceremonious Bufinefs
of the Light looks like the Preparations for the
dear Joy of the Nuptial Bed; that too is fo adorn’d
and deck’d with all that’s fweet and gay; all which
poffefles me with fo ravithing and folemn a Con-
fufion, that it is even approaching to the moft pro-
found Sadnefs itfelf. Oh Philander, 1 find I am
fond of being undone; and unlefs you take a
more than mortal Care of me, I know this
Night fome fatal Mifchief will befall me; what
it is I know not, either the Lofs of Phi-
lander, my Life, or my Honour, or all to-
gether, which a Difcovery only of your being
alone in my Apartment, and at fuch an Hour will
moft certainly draw upon us: Death is the leaft
we muft expe&, by fome Surprize or other, my
Father being rath, and extremely jealous, and the
more fo of me, by how much more he is fond of
me, and nothing would enrage him like the Dif-
covery of an Interview like this; though you have
Liberty to range the Houfe of Bellfont as a Son,
and are indeed at Home there; but when you come
by Stealth, when he fhall find his Son and Virgin
Daughter, the Brother and the Sifter fo retired, fo
~ entertained;----What  but Death can enfue? Or

what is worfe, Eternal Shame? Eternal Confufion
S ‘ on
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‘on my Honour ? What Excufe, what Evafions,Vows
and Pratsftations will convince him,or appeafe A%r-
tilld‘s,g'&loufy s Myrtilla,, my Sifter,. and Philander’s
Wife? Oh God! atcrue;'l}lxhought will put me irite
Rayings; I have a thoufand Streams of killing Re-
fleGtions. which. flow from that Original' Fountain !
Curft on the Allfance that gave you a Welcome to

Belifint.  Ah Philander, could you not have ftay’d -

ten fhort Years longer? Alas, you: thought that
was an Age in Youth, but it is but a Day in Love:
Al coult not your eager Youth have led you to:
athoufand Diverfions, a thoufand T'imes have baited
in the long Journey of Lifey, without hurrying on
to the laft Stage, to tiie laft Retreat, but the Grave ;
and to me feem as irrecoverable, as impoflible to
retrieve thee ?-—--Could no kind Beauty ftop thee
on thy Way, in Charity or Pity; Philander faw
me then. And though Afrtilla was more fit for
his Careffes, and’I but capable to pleafe with Child-
-ith Prattle; ok could he not have feen a promi-
fing Bloom in.my Face, that miglt have foretold
the future Conquefts I was born to make? Oh!
was there no prophetick Charm that could Befpeak
your Heart, engage it, and prevent that fatal Mar-
nage? You fay, my adorable Brothier, we were
deftined from our Creation for one anotlier ; that
the Decrees of Heaven, or Fate, orboth, defign’d
us for this mutual Paffion: Why, then, oh why
did not Heaven, Fate, or Deftiny, do the mighty
Work, when firft you fiw my Infant Charms ¥
But oh, Pbilander, why do I vainly rave? Why
call in vain on Time that’s fled and gone ¥ Why
idly wifh for ten Years Retribution?” That will
not yield a Day, an Hour, a Minute: No, no,
’tis paft, ’tis paft and flown for ever, as diftant as

a thoufand Years to me, as irrecoverable. Oh-

Plillandér, what haft thou thrown away ! Ten
glorious Years of ravifhing Youth, of unmatch’d
) H . heavenly



Part I Lo?ve-ietl'rr;'., 63.

beavenly Beauty,on ane that knew not half the Valua
ofit!' Sylvia was only harn to fet a Rate upon ity
was only capable of Love, fuch Love as mightde-
ferve it: Oh why. was. that- charming Face ever
laid on any Bofom that knew not how to figh,
and pant,” and heave at every Touch of {6 much
diftrating’ Beauty? Oh why were. thofe dear
Arms, - whofe feft Preflings rawifi: where they
circle, deftin’d for a Body cold and dull, that could
fleep infenfibly there, and not fo mucn as dream
the while; whag the tranfparting Pleafure fignified;
but ynconcerned recejve the wondrous Blefling,
and, never knew. its. Price, or thank’d her Stass.?.
She has thee all the Day. to gaze upon, asd yek
fhe lets thee pafs her carelefs Sight, as if therq
were no Miracles in view: She does not fea
the little Gods. of Love that. play eternally in
thy Eyes; and fince fhe never. received a Dary
from. thence, believes there’s. no. Astillery there,
She p not with thy Hair, nor weaves hes
fnowy Fingers in the Curls ofi Jet, fets it in
QOrder, and adores its Beauty: ‘Fhe Fool with
Flaxen-Wigg had done as well for sher ; a dull,
white Coxcomb had made as good. a. Property ;
a Hufband, is no more, at beft no. more. Oh
thou charming Obje& of my eternal Withes,, why
wert thou thus difpos’d? Oh fave my Life, and
tell me what indifferent Impulfe obliged thee ta
thefe Nuptials: Had Mjrtilla been recommended
or forc’d by the Tyranny of a Father into thy
Arms,, or for bafe ]Zucre thou hadft chofen her,
this-had excus’d thy ¥outh and Crime ;. Obedience
or Vanity I could bay¢ pardon’d,----But oh--—
*twas Love; Love, my-Phijandyr ' thy raving
Love, and that which has undone thee was a
Rape rather than Marriage; you fled with her.
Oh Heavens, mad to poflefs; you ftole the un-
loving Prize l-=---Yes, you lov’d her, filfe as

' : you

-



64 Love-Letters. Part I,

ou are, You did; perjur'd and faithlefs. Lovd
Ker?--—Hel and Confufion on the Word; it was
. $0—---Oh Philander, 1 am loft—--- '

This Letter was found torn in Pieces, . .

Y
2

To Monfieur, ' the Count ,°f"',‘ I

My Lord, .

THESE Pieces of Paper which ¥ have pat

together as well as I could, were writ by
my Lady to have beeh fent by Dorinda,” when ont
a fudden fhe rofe in'Rage from her Seat, tore firft
the Paper, and then her Robes and Hair, and in~
deed nothing has efcaped the Violence of her Paf-
fion; nor could my Prayers or Tears retrieve
them, or calm her : *Tis however chang’d at laft
to mighty Paffions of Weeping, in which Employ-
ment I have left her on her Repofe, being com-
manded away. I thought it my Duty to give your
Lordfhip this Account, and to fend the gieces of
Paper, that your Lordfhip may guefs at the Oc-

cafion of the fudden Storm which ever rifes in -

that fatal Quarter; but in putting them in Order,
I had like to have been furprized by my Lady’s
Father ; for my Lord, the Count, having long
folicited me for Favours, and taking all (Sppor-'
tunities of entertaining me, found me alone in
my Chamber, employ’d in ferving your Lordfhip;
I had only Tiime to hide the Papers, and to get rid of
him, having given him an Aflignation to Night
in-the Garden Grove, to give him the Hear-
ing to what he fays he has to propofe to me: Pr:g
Heaven all Things go right to your Lordfhip’s Wi
this Evening, for many ominous Things happen’d
to Day. Madam, the Countefs, had like to have
' : taken
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taken a_ Letter writ for your Lordthip to-day ;
for the Dutchefs of--—-coming to make her a &i-
fit, came on a fudden with her into my Lady’s
‘Apartment, and furpriz’d her writing in her Dref-
fing Room, giving her only Time to flip the Paper
into her Comb-Box. The firft Ceremonies being
pafs’d, as Madam, the Dutchefs, ufes not mych,
the fell to commend my Lady’s Drefling-Plate,
and taking up the Box, and opening it, found the
Letter, and laughing cry’d, Oh have I found you
making Lova; at which my Lady, with an infi-
nite Confufion, would have retrieved it,---But the
Dutchefs not quitting her Hold, cry’d----Nay, I
am refolved to fee=in what manner you write to
a Lover, and whether you have a Heart tender
or cruel ; at which fhe began to read aloud, - my
Lady to blufh and change Colour a hundred Times .
in a Minute ; I ready to die with Fear; Madam
the Countefs, in infinite Amazement, my Lady
interrupting every Word the Dutchefs read, by.
Prad'ers and Intreaties, which heightened her Cu--
riofity, and being young and airy, regarded not_
the Indecency, to which fhe preferr’d her Curio-
fity, who flill Iqughing, cry’d, fhe was refolved to
read it out, and know the Conftitution of her
Heart; when my Lady, whofe Wit never fail'd
her, cry’d, I befeech you, Madam, let us have fo
much Complaifance for Melinda as to atk her Con- .
fent in this Affair, and thenI am pleas’d you thould
fee'what Love I can make upon Occafion : I took
the Hint, and with a real Confufion, cry’d---I im-
plore you, Madam, not to difcover my Weaknefs
to Madam, the Dutchefs; I would not for the
World---be thought to love fo paffionately, as
your Ladyfhip, in Favour of Alexis, has made me
profefs, under the Name of Sylvia to Philander.
‘This encouraged my Lady, who began to fay a

thoufand pleafant Things of Alexis, Darillms his
‘ on,
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Son, and my Lover, as your Lordthip knows,
and who is no inconfiderable Fortune for a Maid,
enrich’d only by your Lordfhip’s Bounty. My
Lady, after this, took the Letter, and all being
nfoiv’d it fhould be read, fhe herfelf did it, and
turned it fo prettily into Burlefque Love by her
manner of reading it, that made Madam, the Du¢~
chefs, laugh extreamly; who at the End of it,
cry’d to my Lady---Well, Madam, I am fatisfied
you have not a Heart wholly infenfible of Love,
that could fo exprefs it for another. Thus
rally’d on, till careful of my Lover’s Repofe, the
Dutchefs urg’d the Lettes might be immediately
fent away ; at which my Lady readily folding up
the Letter, writ, For the Conflant Alexis, on the
Outfide: I took it, and begg’d I might have Leave
to retire to write it over in my own Hand; they
permitted me, and I carry'd it, after fealing it, to
Dorillus, who waited for it, and wondring to find
his Son’s Name on it, cry’d---Miftrefs, inda,
I doubt you have miftook my prefent Bufinefs; I
wait for a Letter from my Lady to my Lord, and
ou %iv,e me one from yourfelf to my Son Alexis ;.
twill be welcome to Aexis I confefs, but
at this Time I had rather oblige my Eord than my
Son: I laughing reply’d, He was miftaken, that
Alixis, at this Time, meant no other than my Lord,
which pleas’d the good Man extreamly, who
thought ita good Omen for his Son, and fo went
his way fatisfy’d; as every Body was, except the,
Countefs, who fancy’d fomething more in it than
my Lady’s Inditing for me; and after Madam the
Dutchefs was gone, fhe went ruminating and pen-
five to her Chamber, from whence I em confi-
dent fhe will not depart To-night, and wilt poffi-
bly fet Spies in every Corner; at leaft ’tis good
to.fear the worft, that we may prevent all Things
that would hinder this Night's Affignation :fAs
: oon
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foon as the Coaft is clear, I'll wait on ¥ur Lord-
thip, and be your Condutter,and in all Thingselfe
am ready to fhew myfelf,
My Lord,
Your Lordfip’s moft humble
and moft obedient Servant,
MELINDA.

Sylvia bas given Orders to wait on your
Lordfhip as faon as all is clear.

. To MELIND A

0 B Melinda, what have you told me? Stay mes
with an immediate Account of the Recovery
and Calmnefs of, my adorable weeping Sylvia, or
¥ fhalt enter Belfoyt with my Sword drawm,
bearing down alk before me, ’tilf I make my Way
to my charming Mourner:, O Ged! ‘§pfonia in 3
Rage! Sylvia in'any Paffion. but that of Love? T
cannot bear it, no, by Heaven I cannot; I fhall do
fome Outrage either on myfelf or.at Bullfont. OCh
thou dear Advocate of my tendereft Wifhes, thoy
€onfident of my never dying Flame, thou kind.
adminiftring Maid, fend fome Relief to my break-
ing Heart---Hafte and tell me, Sylvia is calm, that
her bright Eyes fparkle with Smiles, or if they
languifit, fay ’tis with Love, with expe&ing Joys;
that her dear Hands are no mare employed in Exer-
cifes too rough and unbecoming their Native Soft-
nefs. O eternal God! tearing perhaps her Di-
vine Hair, brighter than the Sun’s refle&ting Beams,
injuring the heavenly Beauty of her charming Face
and Bofom, the Joy and With of all Mankind that

look upon her: Oh charm her with Prayers and
) Tears,
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Tears, flop her dear Fingers from the rude’Affaults ;

bind her fair Hands ; repeat Philandex to her, tell .
her he’s fainting with the News of her Unkindnefs -

and Outrage on her lovely Self; but tell her too,
I die adoring her; tell her I rave, I tear, I'curfe
my felf,-—for fo I do; tell her I would break
- outinto a Violence that fhould fet all Bellfont in
a Flame, but for my Care of her. Heaven and
Earth thould not reftrain me,---no, they fhould not,

----But her leaft Frown fhould ftill me, tame

me, and make me a calm Coward: Say this, fay
all, fay any Thing to charm her Rage and Tears.
Oh I am mad, ftark-mad, and ready to run on

that frantick Bufinefs I die to think her’ guilty of: °

Tell her how it would grieve her to fee me torn
and mangled; to fee that Hair the loves ruffied
and diminifh’d by Rage, violated by my irffuppor-

table Grief, myfelf quite bereft. of all Senfe but -

that of Love, but that of Adoration. for . my.
charming, cruel Infenfible, who is poffefled with
eye:]y Thought, with every. Imagination that can_
render me unhappy, borne away with -every Fancy.
that is in Disfavour of the wretched Philander. oﬂ
Mekinda, write immediately, or .you will behold
me enter a moft deplorable Objeét of Pity.

"~ 'When I receiv’d your’s, I fell into fuch a Paffion
" that I forc’d myfelf back to Dorillus his Houfe,
left my Tranfports had hurry’d me to Bellfunt
where I fhould have undone all: But as I can refl
no where, I am now returning to the Meadow

again, where I will expe& your Aid, or die.

" From Dorillus bis Cottage,
. @lmoft nine a Clck,

To
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7% PHILANDER..

I Muft own, my charming Philander, that my
7 Love is now arrived to that Excefs, that every
“Thought which before but difcompos’d me, now
‘puts me into a Violence of Rage unbecoming my
Sex; or any Thing but the mighty Occafion of it,
Love, and which only had Power to calm what
it had before rufii’d into a deftruétive Storm : But
like the anger’d Sea, which pants and heaves, and
retains flill an uneafy Motion long after the rude
Winds are appeas’d and hufh'd to Silence; my
Heart beats ftill, and heaves with the fenfible Re-
‘mains of the late dangerous Tempef} of my Mind,
and nothing can abfolutely calm me but the Ap-
proach of the all-powerful Philander 5 though that
“Thought poflefles me with' ten thoufand Fears,
. which I know will vanifh all at thy Appearance,
and aflume no more their drcadful Shapes till thou
artgone again: Bring me then that kind Ceflation,
" bring me my’ Philander, and fet me above the
Thoughts of Cares, Frights, or any other Thoughts
but thofe of tender Love: Hafte then, thou charm-
ing Obje& of my eternal Withes, and of my new
Defires; hafte to my Arms, my Eyes, my Soul,---
But oh, be wondrous careful there, do not betra
the eafy Maid that trufts thee amidft all her facred.
Store. ‘
*Tis almoft dark, and my Mother is retired to
her Chamber, my Father to his Cabinet, and has
feft all that Apartment' next the Garden wholly
without ‘Spies. I have, by truftly Dorillus, - fent
{ou a Key Melinda got made to the Door, which
eads from the Garden to the Back-ftairs to my
Apartment, fo carefully locked, and the original
Key fo clofely guarded by my jealous Father:

That Way-1 beg you to come ;- a Way but too
e o I well
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wéll known to Philander, and by which he has
made many an Efcape to and from Myrtilla. Oh
damn that Thought, what makes if torturing me,
----let me change it for thofe of Philander, the
Advantage will be as great as bartering HeH for
Heaven ; hafte then, Philander: But what need I
bid thee, Love will lend thee his Wings; thou
who commandeft all his Artillery; put them on,
‘and fly to thy languithing . .

SYLVIA
Ob 1 faing, wish the dear »
Thought of thy Approach.

o

9o the Charming Sylvia.

WITH much ado, with man{ a Sigh, a pant-
ing Heart, and many a languithing Look
back towards happy Ballfmmt, I have recovered Do-
rillus his Farm, where I threw me on 2 Bed, and
lay without Motion, and almoft without Life for
- two Hours; till "at laft, through all my Sighs,
my great Concern, my Torment, my l.}:ow. and
Rage broke Silence, and burdt into all the different
Complaints both foft and mad by Turns, that ever
ofiefled a Soul extravagantly ic}:lized with frantick
{ove; ah, Sylvia, what did not I fay? How did
X not curfe, and who except my charming Maid ?
For yet my Sylvia is a Maid: Yes, yes, ye en-
ing Powers, fhe is, and yet the facred and ine
eftimable Treafure was offered a trembling Vi&tim
to the overjeyed and fancy’d Deity, _fFr then and

there T thought myfelf happier than'a Triumphi
God; but having overcome all Difficulties, all the
Fatigues and Toils of Love’s long Sieges,vanquith’d
the mighty Fantom of the Fair, the E'ia'nt Honour,
and routed all the numerous Hoft of Wo;i)erp
‘ ‘ e o little
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littte Reafonings, pafled all the Bounds of peevith
" Modefty; nay, even all the loofe and filken Coun-
terfcarps that fenced the facred Fort, and nething
ftopped my glorious Purfuit: Then, then, ye Gods,
juft then, by an Over-tranfport, to fall juft faint-
ing before the furrendering Gates, unable to re-
ceive the yielding Treafure! Oh Sylvia/ What
Demon, malicious at my Glory, feized my Vigour?
What God, envious of my mighc{ejo s rendered
me a fhameful Obje@ of his Rail ryz. Snatched
my (till then) never failing Power, and left me
dying on thy charming Bofom. Heavens, how I
fay ! Silent with wonder, Rage and Extafy of -
Love, unable to comphkin, or rail, or florm, or
feek for Eafe, but with my Sighs alone, which
nwade up all my.Breath; my mad Defires remained,
but all unaltive, as Age or Death itfelf,- as cold
and feeble, as unfit forgc;y, as if my youthful Fire
had long been paft, or Sylviz.had never been bleft
with Charms. Tell me, thou wondrous perfe®
Creature, tell me, where lay the hidden Witche
craft!? Was Sylvia’s Beauty too Divine to mix
with mortal Joys? Ah no, ’twas Ravithing, but
Human all. ert fure’twas fo approaching to Di«
* vinity, as changed my Fire to awful Adoration,
and all my wanton Heat to réverend Contethpla-
t'on.---But this is Nonfenfe all, it was fomething
more that gave me Rage, Defpair and Torments
infupportable: No, it was no dull Devotion, tame
Divinity, but mortal killing Agony, unlucky
Difappointment, unnatural Impotence. Qh! Iam
Joft, enchanted by fome Magick Spell: Oh, what
€an Sylvia fay? What can fhe think of my fond
Paflion; fhe’ll fivear it is all a Cheat, I lind it not,
No, it couid not be; fuch Tales Pve often heard,
as often laughed at too, of difappointed Lovers;
would Sylvia believe (as fure fhe may) mine
was Excefs of Pafhiort: What! My Sylvia’ be-

~ ing

—_
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ing arrived to all the Joy of Love, juft come to
reap the glorious recompence, the full Reward,
the Heaven for all my Sufferings, do I lie gazing
only, and no more? A dull, a feeble unconcerned
Admirer ! Oh my eternal Shame!---Curfe on my
Youth; give me, ye Powers, old Age, for that
‘has fome Excufe, but Youth hasnone: *T'is Dull-
nefs, ftupid Infenfibility: Where fhall I hide my
Head when this lewd Story’s told? When it fhall
be confirmed, Philander the young, the brifk and
gay Philander, who never failed the Woman he
fcarce wifhed for, never baulked the Amorous
conceited Old, nor the Ill-favoured Young, yet
when he had extended in his Arms the Young, the
charming Fair and longing Syfvia, the untouched,
unfpotted, and till then, unwithing lovely Maid,
yielded, defencelefs, and unguarded all, he wanted
%ower to feize the trembling Prey: Defend me,
Heaven, from Madnefs. Oh Sylvia, I have refleted
on all the little. Circumftances that might occafion
this Difafter, and’damn me to this Degree of Cold-
nefs, butl can fix on none: I had, it is true; for
Sykvia’s Sake, fome Apprehenfions of Fear of being’
furprized ; for coming through the Garden, I faw
at the farther End aMan, at leaft I fancied by that
Light it was a Man; who perceiving the Glimpfe
of fomething approach from the érove, mad
foftly towards me, but with fuch Caution,” as if
" he feared to be miftaken in the Perfon, as much as
I was to approach him: And,reminding what M-
Jlinda told me, of an Affignation fhe had made to
Monfieur the Count-—-imagined it him ; nor was I
miftaken when I heard bis Voice calling in low
© 'Tone---- Melinda----At which I mended my Pace,
and ere he got half Way the Garden recovered the
Door, and foftly unlocking it, got in unperceived,
and faftened it after me, well enough aflured that
he faw not which Way I vanifhed ; ,Howeveli it
) failed
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failed not to alarm me with fome Fears on your
dear Account, that difturbed my Repofe, and which
I thought then not neceflary to impart to you,
and which indeed all vanithed at the Sight of my ado-
rable Maid: When entering thy Apartment, I be-
held thee extended on a Bed of Rofes, in Garments,
which, if poflible, by their wanton loofe Negli-
§ence and Gaiety, augmented thy natural Charms :

trembling fell on my Knees by your Bed-fide and

zed a while, unable to fpeak for Tranfports of
iy and Love : You too were filent, and remained
fo, fo long that I ventured to prefs your Lips with
mine, which all their eager Kiffes could not put
in Motion, fo that I feared you fainted; a fudden
Fright, thatin a Moment changed my Fever of
Love into a cold Ague Fit; but you revived me
with a'Sigh again, and fired me a-new, by prefling
my Hand, and from that filent foft Encouragement,
I, by Degrees, ravifhed a thoufand Bliffes; yet fill

" . between your tempting charming Kiffes, you'would

cry—-Oh, my Pbilander, do not injure me,---be
fure you prefs me not to the laft Joys of Love ;----
Oh have a Care, or I am undone forever: reftrain
your roving Hands,----Oh whither would they
wander ?----My Soul, my Joy, my everlafting
Charmer, oh whither would you go?---Thus with
a thoufand Cautions more, which did but raife
what you'defigned to calm, you made me but the
madder to poflefs: Not all the Vows you bid me
call to mind, could now reftrain my wild and head-
ftrong Paffion; my raving, raging (but my foft) De-
fire: No, Sylvia, no, it was not in the Power of

feeble Fleth and Blood to find Refiftance againft -

fo many Charms; yet ftill you made me fwear,
‘ftill I protefted, but ftill burnt on with the fame
torturin%\Flame, till the vaft Pleafure even be-
came a Pain: To add to this, Ifaw, (yes, Sylvia,
not all your Art and Mode]f)ly could hide i?
. , aw

-~
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faw the ravithing Maid as much inflamed as I3
fhe burnt with equal Fire, with equal Languith« .
ment: Not all her Care could keep the Sparks
concealed, but it broke out in every Word and
Look; her trembling Tongue, her feeble fainting
Voice betrayed it all ; Sighs interrupting every Syl-
lable; a Languifhment I never faw till then dwelt,
in her charming Eyes, that contradi&ted all her lit-
tle Vows; her fhort and double Breathings heaved
her Breaft, her fwelling fnowy Breaft, her Hands
that grafped me trembling as they clofed, while the
permitted mine unknown, unheeded to traverfe all*
her Beauties, till quite forgetting all I had faindly .
promifed, and wholly abandening my Soul to Joy,
I ruthed upon her, who, all fainting, lay beneath
my ufelefs Weight, for on a fudden all my Power
was fled, fwifter than Lightning hurried through
_ my infeebled Veins, and vanifhed all: Not the dear
lovely Beauty which I preft, the dying Charms of
that fair Face and Eycs, the Cla(yps of thofe foft
Asms, nor the bewitching Accent of her Voice,,
" that murmured Love half fmothered in her Sighs,

nor all my Love, my vaft, my mighty Paﬂion,;\' s

could call my fugitive Vigour back again: Oh ng,
the more I look---the more I touched and faw, the:
more I was undone.. Oh pity me, my too toa,
lovely Maid, do not revile the Faults which you

alone create. Confider all r Charms at. once
expofed, confider every San}e’o:bout me ravifhed,
overcome with Joys teo mighty to be fupported,
no wonder if I fell athameful Sacrifice to the fond.
Deity: Confider how I waited, how I ftrove, and
ftill burnt on, and every tender Touch ftill added
.Fuel to the yigorous I‘?;re, which by. your Delay
confumed itfelf in Burning. I want Philofophy
to make this out, or Faith ta fix my Unhappinefs og
any Chance or natural Accident; but this, my
charming Sylvia, 1am fure, thathad I loved ly?.n
- b e a’

-
-
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lefs, I’d been lefs wretched: Nor had we parted,
Sylvia, on fo ill Terms, nor had I left you with
an Opinion fo difadvantageous for Philander, but .
-for that unhappy Noife at your Chamber-door,
which alarming your Fear, occafioned your Re-
covery from that dear Trance, to which Love and
foft Defire had reduced you, and me from the moft
tormenting filent Agony that difappointed Joy ever
pofleft 2 fund expecting Heart with. Oh Heavens !
to have my'Sylviz in my Power, favoured by Si-
lence, Night and fafe Retreat! then, then, to lie
a tame cold Sigher only, as if my Sylia gave
that Aflignation alone by Stealth, undreft, all loofe
and languithing, fit for the mighty Bufinefs of the
Night, only to hear me prattle, fee me gaze, or
tell her what a pretty Sight it was to fee rhe Moon
fhine through the dancing Boughs. O damn my
hardened Dullnefs !-~--But no more,~~-1 am all
Fire and Madnefs at the Thought,-~—-But I was
. faying, Sylvia, we both recovered then when the
oife alarmed us. I long to know whether you
think we were betrayed, for on-that Knowledge
refts a mighty Part of my Deftiny : I hope we are
not, by an Accident that befel me at my going
away, which (but for my untimely Force of leaving
. my lovely Syluia, which gave me Pains infupport-
able) would have given me great Diverfion. You
know our Fear of being diicovered occafioned my,
Difguife, for you found it neceffary I thould depart,-
" your Fear had fo prevailed, and that in Melinda’s
gight-gown and Head-drefs: Thus attired, with
much ado, I went and left my Soul %ehin_d me,
and finding no Body all along the Gallery, nor in
my Paffage from your Apartment into the Garden, .
I was a thaufand Times about to return to all my
Joys; when in the Midft of this almoft ended Dif- -
pute, I faw by the Light of the Moon (which was'
by. good Fortupe under a Cg“d’ and could x:lqt
2 1=
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diftin&ly dire& the Sight) a Man making towards
me with cautious Speed, which made me advance
with the more Hafte to recover the Grove, believ-
ing to have efcaped him under the Covert of the
Trees; for retreat I could not, without betraying
which Way I went; but juft at the Entrance of
the Thicket, he turning fhort made up to me,

and I perceived it Monfieur the Count, whotaking

me for Melinda, whom it feems he expeéted, caught
hold of my Gown as I would have paffed him,
and cried, Now Melinda, 1 fee you are a Maid
of Honour,---Come retire with me into the Grove,
where I have a Prefent of a Heart and fomething
elfe to make you, that will be of more Advantage to
you than that of Aleiis, though fomething younger.
---I all confounded knew not what to reply, nor
how, left he fhould find his Miftake, "at leaft, if
he difcovered not who'I'was: Which Silence gave
him Qccafion to go on, which he did in this man-
ner: What not a Wordy; Melindz; or do you
defign I fhall take your Silence for Confent? If fo,
" come my pretty Creature, let us not lofe the Hour
Love has given us; at this he would have ad-
vanced, leading me by the Hand, which he prefled
. dnd-kiffed very amoroufly: Judge, my adorable
Sylvia, in what a fine Condition your Philander
then was in.  What thould 1do? To go had dif~
dppointed him worfe than I was with thee before;
not to go, betrayed me: I had much ado to hold
my Countenance, and unwilling to fpeak. While
I was thus employed in Thought, Monfleur----
pulling me (eager of Joys ‘to come,) and I holding:
back, he flopped and cried, fure, Melinda, you
came not hither to bring me a Denial. I thenre-
plied, whifpering,---Softly, Sir, for Heaven’s Sake
g'fweetening my Voice as much as poflible) confider
am a Maid, and would not be difcovered for the
World. Who caa difcover us? replied my Lover,
- what

-
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. what Itake from:thee fhall never be-mifled, not
by Alexis himfelf upon thy Wedding Night ;---—-
Come---fweet Child, come:---With that I pulled
back and whifpered---Heavens! Would you make
a Miftrefs of me?----Says he----A Miftrefs, what
would’ft thou be a-Cherubin? Then I replied as -
‘tefore~----1 am no Whore, Sir,----No, ,cries he,
but I can quickly make thee one, I have my Tools
about me, Sweet-neart; therefore let us lofe no
Time, but fall to Work: This laft Raillery from
the brifk old Gentleman, had in Spight ofcholu-
tion almoft made me burft out into a loud Laugh-
ter, when he took more Gravity upon him, and
cry’d-----Come, ‘come, Melinda, why all this
“foolifh Argument at this Hour in this Place, and
after fo much ferious Courtthip ; believe me, I’ll
be kind to thee for ever; with that he clapt fifty
Guineas in a Purfe into one Hand, and fomething
elfe that fhall be namelefs into the other, Prefents
that had been both worth Melinda’s Acceptance :
"All this while was I ftudying an Evafion; at laft,
to fhorten my. pleafant Adventure, looking round,
T cried foftly, Are you fure, Sir, we are fafe----
for Heaven’s Sake ftep towards the Garden Door
and fee,- for I would not be difcovered for the
World.----Nor I, cried he----but do not fear,
all is fafe :--—However fee (whifpered I) that my
Fear may not difturb your Joys. With that he
went toward the Houfe, and ¥ﬂ'pping into the’
Grove, got immediately into the Meadow, where
Alexis' waited my coming with Brilliard ; fo 1 left
the expeéting Lover, I fuppofe, ranging the Grove
for his fled Nymph, and I doubt will fall heavy
on poor Melinda, who fhall have the Guineas,
either to reftore or keep, as fhe and the angry
Count can agree: I leave the Management of it
to her Wit and Condu&. :
This Account I thought neceflary to give my
S D3 Char-
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- Charmer, that fhe might prepare Melinda for the,
. Affault, who underftanding all that paffed between®
us, may fo difpofe of Matters, that no Difcovery
‘may happen by Miftake, and I know my Sylvie
and fhe can find a thoufand Excufes for the fup-
pofed Melinda’s Flight. But, my adorable Maid,
my Bufinefs here was not to give an Account of

- my Adventure only, nor of my Ravings, but to
~tell my Sylvia, on what my Life depends; which
is, in a Permiffion to wait on her again this enfu-
ing Night; make no Excufe, for if you do, by all
I adore in Heaven and Earth I'll end my Life here-
where I received it. Iwill fay no more, nor give
your Love Inftru@ions, but wait impatiently here

the Life or Death of your .
) PHILANDER.

*Tis Six o’Clock, and yet my Fyes have n.t clofed
themfelves to Sleep: Alexis and Brilliard give me
Hopes of a kind Return to this, and have brought

~ ‘their Flute and Violin to charm me into a Slumber :
*If Sylvia bovey as I am fure fhe does, [be will wake
me with a dear Confent to fee me 5 If noty I only wake - |

%0 flecp for ever.

-~

To my Fair CHARMER.

WHEN I had fealed the inclofed, my Page,. *
whom I had ordered to come to me with
an Accountof any Bufinefs extraordinary, is this
Morning arrived with a Letter from Cefarso, which
I have fent here inclofed, that my Sylia may fee.
how little I regard the World, or the mighty Re-
volution in Hand, when fet in Competition with _ !
the leaft Hope of beholding her adorable Face, or
hearing her charming Tongue when it whifpers the -
- foft DiCtates of her tender Heart into my ravifhed
- Soul; one Moment’s Joy like that furmounts an
‘ . Age
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.Age, of dull Empire. No, let the bufy unregarded
Rout perifh, the Caufe fall'or ftand alone for me:
Give me but Love, Love and my Sylia; I afk
no more of Heaven; to which vaft Joy could you
_ but imagine (O wondrous Miracle of Beauty!)
how poor and little I efteem the valued Trifles of
the World, you would in Return contemn your
Part of it, and live with me in filent Shades for
ever. Oh! Sylvia, what haft thou this Night to

add to the Soul of thy
: PHILANDER,

—

To the Count of —

I’LL allow yau, my Dear, to be very fond of
fo much Beauty as the World muft own adorns
the lovely Sylvia: T'll permit Love too to Rival
me in your Heart, but not out-rival Glory ; hafte
then, my Dear, to the Advance of that, rhake no
Delay, but with the Morning’s Dawn let me find
you in my Arms, where I hdave fomething that
will furprize you to relate to you: You were laft
*-Night expected at---It behoves you to give no
Umbrage to Perfons whofe Intereft renders them
enough jealous. We have two new Advancers
come in of Youth and Money, teach them not
Negligence; be careful, and let nothing hinder
you from taking Horfe immediately, as you value
the Repofe and Fortune of,
My Dear, )
) Your CESARIO.
1 called laff Night on you,-and your Page /ollow—
ing -me to my Coach, whifpered me----if I had any
earnefl Bufmefs with you, be knew where to find
You 3 I'foom imaginéid where, and bid him call within
an Hour for this, and poff with it immediately,
though dark. L .
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7% PHILANDER. "

AH! What have Idone, Philander, and where
thall I hide my guilty blufhing Face? Thou

haft undone my eternal Quiet :'OR, thou haft ruin’d -
_my everlafting Repofe, and I muft never, never
look abroad again: Curfe on my Face that firft
debauched my Virtue, and taught thee how to
love! Curfe on my tempting Youth, my Shape,
my Air, my Eyes, my Voice, my Hands, and
every Charm that did contribute to my fatal Lovey
a laR,ing Curfe on all----but thofe of the adorable
Philander, and thofe----even in- this raging Mi-

nute, my furious Paffion dares not approach with
an indecent Thought: No, they are facred all,
Madnefs itfelf would fpare them, and fhouldft thom
now behold me as’I fit, my Hair difhevelled, ruf-
fled and difordered, my Eyes bedewing every Word
I write, when for each Letter I let fall a Tear;
then (prefled with Thought) ftarting, I dropped
my Pen, and fell to rave anew, and tear thofe
. Garments whofe loofe Negligence helped to betray
me to my fhameful Ruin, wounding my Breaft,
but want the Refolution to wound it as 1 ought;
which when I but propofe, Love ftays the Thought,
raging and wild as it is, the Conqueror checks it,

with whifpering only Philander to my Soul ; the .
dear Name calms me to an Eafinefs, gives me the
Pen into my trembling Hand, and I purfue my
_ filent foft Complaint: Oh! fhouldft thou fee me
‘thus, -in all thefe fudden different Changes of Paf-
ficn, thou wouldft fay, Philander, 1 were mad in-
deed; Madnefs itfelf can find no ftranger Mo-
tions: And I would calmly afk thee, for I am
calm again, How comes it, my adorable Philander,
that thou canit poflefs a Maid with fo much Mard;
. : nefs?

-

P
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neis? Whe art thyfelf a Miracle of Softnefs, all
fweet and all ferene, the moft of Angel in thy
Compofition that' ever mingled with Humanity ;
the very Words fall fo gently from thy Tongue,.
---are uttered with a Voice fo ravithingly foft, a
Tone {o tender and fo full of Love, it would charm
even Frenzy, calm rude Diftragtion, and Wildnefs
would become a filent Liftner; there’s fuch a fweet
Serenity in thy Face, fuch Innocence and Softnefs
in thy Eyes, fhould defert Savages but gaze on
thee, fure they would forget their native For ft
. Wildnefs, and be infpired with eafy Gentlenefs:.
Moft certainly this God-like Power thou haft.
Why then? O tell me in the Agony of my Soul,
why muft thofe Charms that bring Tranquillity
and Peace to all, make me alone a wild, unfeemly
Raver ? Why has it contrary Effe&ts on me? Oh!
ali I a&t and fay is perfed Madnefs: Yet this is
the leaft unaccountable Part of my moft wretched
Story;-----Oh ! I muft never behold thy lovely
Face'again, for if I fthould, furc I thould bluth my
Soul away; no, no, I muft not, nor ever more
believe thy dear dzluding Vows; never thy charm-
ing perjured Oaths, after a Violation like to this..
Oh Heaven, what have I done? Yet by Heaven I
fwear, I dare not atk my Soul, left it inform me
how I was to blame, unlefs that fatal Minute
would inftru&t me how to revenge my Wrongs
upon my Heart, my fond betraying Heart,----
Defpair and Madnefs feize me, Darknefs and Hor-
ror hide me from human Sight, after an Eafinefs.
like this ;----What, to yield,----To yield my Ho-
nour? Betray the Secrets of my Virgin Wifhes ?---
My new Defires, my unknown {hameful Flame,
---Hell and Death! Where got I fo much Con-
fidence? Where learned I the hardened and un-
blufhing Folly? To wifh was fuch a Fault, as is
a Crime unpardonable to own; "to fhew Defire is
c - Djs {uch
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fuch a Sin in Virtue as muft deferve Reproach
from all the World; but I, unlucky I, have not-
only betrayed all thefe, but with a Tranfport void
of Senfe and*Shame, I yield to thy Arms----I'll
_mot endure the Thought----By Heaven! I cannot ;.
there is fomething more than Rage that animates -
shat Thought: Some Magick Spell, that in the .
Midft of all my Senfe of Shame keeps me from
true Repentance; this angers me, and makes me
know my Honour but a Fantom: Now I could
curfe again my' Youth and Love; but Oh! When
I have done, alas, Philander, 1 find mylelf as-
-guilty as before; I cannot make one firm Refolve
againit thee, or if I do, when I confider thee, they
weigh not all one lovely Hair of thine. It is all
in vain, the charming Caule remains, Philander’s
ftill as lovely as before, it is him I muft remove -
from my fond Eyes and Heart, him I muft banifh
from my Touch, my Smell, and évery other Senfe ;
by. Heaven I cannot bear the mighty Preffure, I
cannot fee his Eyes, and touch his Hands, fmell,
the Perfume every Pore of his breathes forth,tafte thy .
foft Kifles, hear thy charming Voice, butI am all
ona Flame: No, it is:thefe I muft exclaim o,
not my Youth, it is they debauch my Soul, ne na-
tural Propenfity in me to yield, or to admit of.
" fuch deftrutive Fires. Fain I would put it off,.
but it will not do, .I am the Aggreflor ftill; elfe
why is not every living Maid undone that does-
but touch or fee thee? Tell me why? No, the
Fault is in'me, and thou art innocent.---Were but
my Soul lefs delicate, were it lefs fenfible of what
it loves and likes in thee, I yet were dully happy;
but oh, there is'a Nicety there focharmed, fo ap-
" prehenfive of thy Beauties, as has betrayed me to
Unreft for ever:---Yet fomething I will_do to
tame this lewd Betrayer of my Right, and it fhall’
.flead r.o more in thy Behalf; no more, no more
o difperfe
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difperfe the Joys which it conceives through every

Vein (cold and infenfible by Nature) to kindle

new Defires there.---No more fhall fill me with

unknown Curiofity ; no, I will in Spight of all the

‘Perfumes that dwell about thee, in Spight of all
the Arts thou haft of looking, of fpeaking andof

-touching, I will, I fay, affume my native Tem-
-per, I will be calm, be cold and unconcerned, as
. I have been to all the World,---but to Philander.
~---The Almighty Power he has is unaccount-

able:----By yonder breaking Day that opens in

the Eaft, opens to fee my Shame----I fwear---

by that great Ruler of the Day, the Sun, by that

Almighty Power that rules them both, I fwear

---1 fwear, Philander, charming lovely Youth!

Thou art the firft e’er kindled foft Defires about

my Soul, thou art the furft that ever did inform

me that there was fuch a Sort" of With about me..

Ithought the Vanity of being beloved made up the

greateft Part of the Satisfaction ; it was Joy to fee

“my Lovers figh about me, adore and praife me,
and increafe my Pride by every Look, by every

- Word and A&tion; and himI fanfied beft I favoured

" moft, and he paft for the happy Fortune; him I
have fuffered too to kifs and prefs me, to tell me
all his Tale of Love, and figh, which I would
liften to with Pride andPleafure, permitted it, and
fmiled him kind Returns; nay, by my Life, then
thought I loved him too, though I could have been
content to have pafled my life at this gay Rate,
with this fond hoping Lover, and thought no
farther than of being great; having rich Coaches,
fhewing Equipage, to pafs my Hours in drefling, in
going to the Operas and the Tower, make Vifits
where 1 lift, be feen at Balls; and having ftill the

" Vanity to think the Men would gaze and languifth
where I came, and all the Women envy me; I
thought no farther on---But thou, Philander, haft
T ' - D6 iade .
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inade me take new Meafures, I now can think of
nothing but of thee, I loath the Sound of Love
from any other Voice, and Converfation makes my
Soul impatient, and does not only dull me into
Melancholy, but perplexes me out of all Humour,
out of all patient Sufferance, and I am never fo
well pleafed when from Philander, as when I am
retired, and curfe my Charaéter and Figure in the
‘World, becaufe it permits me not to prevent
being vifited ; one Thought of thee is worth the
World’s Enjoyment, I hate to drefs, I hate' to be
agreeable to any Eyes but thine; I hate the Noife
of Equipage and Crouds, and would be more
content to live with thee in fome lone fhaded Cot-
tage, than be a Queen, and hindered by that Gran- -
- deur one Moment’s Converfation. with Philander »
May'ft thou defpife and loath me, a Curfe the
greateft that I can invent, if this be any Thing but-
real honeft Truth. No, no, Philander, 1 ind T
never lov’d till now,. I underftood it not, :or
knew what thofe Sighs and Preflings meant which-
others gave me; yet every fpeaking Glance thy -
Eyes put on, - inform my Soul what it is they plead -
and languifh for: If you but touch my Hand, my:
Breath grows faint and fhort, my Blood glows in
my Face, and runs with an unufual Warmth thro™
every Vein, and tells my Heart what it is Philan-
der ails; when he falls fighing on my Bofom ; oh.
then, 1 fear, I anfwer every iook, and every Sigh.
and Touch, -in the fame filent but intellible Lan-
guage, and underftood, I fear, too well by thee »
Till now I never feared Love as a Criminal. Oh
" tell me not, miftaken foolith Maids, true Love
_ is innocent, ye cold, ye dull, ye unconfidering
Loyers ; tho’ }' have often heard it from the grave
and wife, and preached myfelf that Doétrine: I
now renounce it all, it is falfe, by Heaven! itis
Blfe, for now I love, and know it all a Fiction ;,

yes»

4
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yes, and love {0, as never ariy Woman can equal
me in Love, my Soul being all compofed (as I
have often’ faid) of fofter Materials. Nor is it
Fancy fets my Rates on Beauty, there is an intrin-
fick Value in thy Charms, who furely none but
I am able to underftand, and to thofe that view
thee not with my judging Eyes, Uglinefs fanficd
would appear the fame, and pleafe as well. Ifall
could love or judge like me, why does Philander
- pafs fo unregarded by a thoufand Women, who
never fighed for him! What makes Myrtilla, who
poflefles all, looks on thee, feels thy Kiffes, hears
thee fpeak, and yet wants Senfe to know how
blefled fhe is, it is want of Judgmentall; and how,
and how can fhe that judges ill, love well?
Granting my Paffion equal to its Objedt, you
mutt allow it infinite, and more in me than any
other Woman, by how much more my Soul is
compofed of Tendernefs; and yet I fayI own,
for I may own it, now Hcaven and you are Wit-
nefs of my Shame, I own with all this Love,
with all this Paflion, fo vaft, fo true and fo un-
changeable, that I have Wifhes, new, unwonted
Wifhes, atievery Thought of thee I find a ftrange
Diforder in my Blood, that pants and burns in
every Vein, and makes me blufh, and figh, and
grow impatient, afthamed and angry; but when I
know it the Effeéts of Love, I am reconciled, and
wifh and figh a-new ; for when I fit and gaze upon
thy Eyes, thy languifhing, thy lovely dying Eyes,
play with thy foft white Hand, and lay my glowing
Cheeks to thine---Oh God! What Language can
exprefs my Tranfport! All that is tender, all that
, is foft Defire, feizes every trembling Limb, and
it is with Pain ‘concealed.---- Yes, yes, Philander,
it is the fatal Truth, fince thou haft found it, I
- confefs it tod, and yet I love thee dearly ; Jlong,
long it was that I effayed to hide the guilty l_’lame'}
: - « I b
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if Love be Guiilt; for I confefs I did diffemble a

Coldnefs which I was not Miftrefs of: There lies -

" a Woman’s Art, there all her boafted. Virtue, it is

but-well diffembling, and no more----But mine,

alas, is gone, for ever fled; this, this feeble Guard
that thould fecure my Honour, thou hatt betrayed,
and left it quite defencelefs. Ah what’sa Woman’s
Honour when it is fo poorly guarded! No Wonder
_that you conquer with fuch Eafe, when we are
only fafe by the mean Arts of bafe Diffimulation,
an 11l as fhameful as that to which. we fall.” Oh
filly Refuge! What foolith Nonfenfe fond Cuftom
can perfuade; Yet fo it is; and fhe thatbreaks her
. Laws, lofes her Fame, -her Honour and Efteem.
Oh Heavens! How quickly loft it is! Give me,

ye Powers, m{’Fame, _arid let me be a-Fool; let .
irtue and my Honeur, and be 2 dull’

me retain m I, |
Infenfible---But, oh! Where is it? I have loft it
all; it is irrecoverablyloft: Yes, yes, ye charming
perjured Man, it is gone, and thou haft quite un-
done me.—---

. What tho’ I lay extended 0n" my Bed, dndr_eﬂ,. ’

unapprehenfive of my Fate, my Bofom ‘loofe and
eafly of Accefs, my Garments ready, thin and
wantonly put on, as' if they would with little
Force fubmit to the fond ftraying Hand: What
then, Philander, muft you Yake the Advantage?
Muft you be perjured becaufg I was tempting? It is
true, I let you in by Stealth by Night, whofe
- filent Darknefs favoured your Treachery; but oh,

" Philander, were not your Vows as binding by a

limmering Taper, as if the Sun with all his awful .
iigbt had been a Looker on? I urged your Vows

as you prefled on,---But oh, I fear it was in fuch
a- Way, fo faintly and fo feebly I upbraided you, as
did but more advance your Perjuries. Your Strength
‘encregs’d, but mine alas declin’d; *till I quite fainted
in your Arms, left you triumphant Lord of :}l\} :

- . [
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No more my faint Denials do perfuade, nomore m
trembling Hands refift your Force,unregarded lay the
Treafure which you toiled for, betrayed and yiclded
to the lovely Conqueror---But oh tormenting,----
when you faw the Store, and found the Prize no
richer, with what Contempt, (yes, falfe dear Man)

with what Contempt you viewed the unvalu’d
- Trophy: What, defpifed! Was all you call a
Heaven of Joy and Beauty. expefed.to View, and
_ then neglected? Were. all your Prayers heard,
your Withes g‘l}anted, and your Toils rewarded,
the ttembling, Vi&im ready for the Sacrifice, and
did you want. Devotion to perform it? And did
you thus receive the expeéted Blefling ?-+--Oh----
by Heaven I'll never fee thee more, and it will be
Jha{ity' to. thee, for thou haft no Excui: in Store

- that can convince my Opinion that I am hated,
- loathed,--~=1 cannot bear that Theught--—or if I
do, it-{hall only ferve to fortify my fixed Ecfolve
- never'to fee thee more.---And yet 1 long to hear
thy falfe Excufe, let it be quickly then; it is'my’
Difdain invites thee---To ﬂrengtKen which, there
needs no more than that you let me hear your poor” :
Defence.---But it is a tedious Time to-that flow
Hour wherein I dare permit. thee, but hope not

to incline my Soul to Love: No, I am yet fafe if - -

Lcan flop but here, but here be wife, refolve and
be myflelf. . " Co S
T - S8YLVIA

’ .

T PHILANDER, °
' AS my Page was coming with the inclofed, he
meat Alexis at the Gate with your’s, and who .
would not depart without an Anfwer to it ;~--to ga
-or flay is the Queftion. Ah, Philander! Why do -
: » you
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ou prefs a Heart too ready to yield to Love and

du! Alas, I fear {ou guefs too well my Anfwer,
and your own Soul might fave me the ‘blufhing’
Trouble of a Reply. I am plunged in, paft Hope
of a Retreat; and fince my Fate has pointed me’
‘out for Ruin, I &annot fall- more glorioufly. Take
then, Philander, to your dear Arms, a ]\Xaid that
can no longer refift, who is difarmed ¢f all defen-

five Power: Sheyields, fhe yields, and does con-_

fefs ittoo; and fure fhe'muft be more than mor—
tal, that can hold out againft thy Charms' and

Vows. Since I mu#t be undone, and give all

away; Vil do it generoufly, and fcorn all mean.
Referves: I will be brave in Love, and lavith all;
nor thall Philander think I love him well, unlefs
.Bdo. Take, charming Vi&or, then, what your
own Merits, and what Love has given you; take,’
take, at laft, the dear Reward-of all your Sighs
and Tears, your Vows and Sufferings. But fince,,
Philander, it is an Age to Night, and till the Ap-
proach of thofe dear filent Hours, thou knoweft:
T dare not give thee Admittance; I do conjure thee,.
goto Cefario, whom 1 find too prefling, not to
believe the Concerns great; and fo jealous I am
of thy dear Safety, -that every Thing alarms my”

Fears: Oh! fatisfy them then and go, it is earlly )
1

et, and if you take Horfe immediately, you wi
Ze there by eight this Morning ;. go, I canjure you ;.
for tho’ it is an unfpeakable Satisfaltion to know-

ou are fo near me, yet I prefer your Safety and
{Ionourto all Coufiderations elfe, You may foon:
difpatch your Afhair, and render yourfelf Time-
enough on the Place appointed, which is.where
you laft Night waited; and it will be at leaft eight
at Night before- it is poffible to bring you to my
Arms. Come in your Chariot, and do not heat

ourfelf with Riding; have a Care of me and my
Life, in the Prefervation of all I love, Be fure
. you

. .
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ou go, and do.. & my Philander, ;)ut of a
%un&ilio of Love, negle& your dear Safety---- -
Go then, Philander, and all the Gods of Love-

preferve and attend thee on thy Way, and bring ~ -

thee fafely back to
SYLVIA.

* very little of performing what

To SYLVIA.

O H thou moft charming of thy Sex! Thou love~
ly dear Delight of my tranfported Soul!
thou everlafting Treafure of my Heart! What haft
thou done? Given me an Over-joy, that fails but
érief ’s Excefs had
almoft finithed before: Eternal Blefings on thee,
for a Goodnefs fo divine, oh, thou moft excel-
lent, and deareft of thy Sex! I know not what
to do, or what to fay. I am not what I was, I
do not fpeak, nor walk, nor think as I was wont
todo; fure the Excefs of Joy is far above dull
Senfe, or formal Thinking, it cannot ftay for Ce-
remonious Method. I rave with Pleafure, rage
with the dear Thought of coming Extafy. Oh
Sylvia, Sylvia, Sylvia! My Soul, my vital Blood,
and without which I could as well fubfift----Oh,
my adorable, my Sylvia! Methinks I prefs thee,
kifs thee, hear thee figh, behold thy Eyes, and all
the wondrous Beauty of thy Face; a folemn Joy
has - fpread itfelf through every Vein, fenfibl
through every Artery of my Heart, and I can thin
of nothing but of Sylvia, the lovely 8ylvia, the
blooming flowing Sy/via! And fhall I fee thee?
Shall I touch thy Hands, and prefs thy dear, thy
charming Body in my Arms, and tafte a thoufand
Joys, a thoufand Ravithments? Oh God! fhall I?

Oh Sylviay fay; but thou haft faid enough to make
 me
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‘me mad, and I, forgetful of thy Safety and m
own, fhall bring thy wild adoring Slave to Bﬁll
ont, and throw him at thy Feet, to pay his hum-
le Gratitude for this great Condefcenfion, this
vaft Bounty, . :
Ah, Sylvia! How fhall I live till Night? And
ou impofe too cruelly upon me, in conjuring me
{,o go tg)o Cefario; alas}; Does Sylvia’ knovJv to %vhat
 the expofes her Philander? Whofe Joy is fo tranf-
porting, gredt, that when he comes into the grave
Cabal, he muft betray the Story of his Heart, and,
in lieu of the mighty Bufinefs there in Hand, be
raving ftill on Sylvia, telling his Joy to all the
amazed Lifteners, and anfwering Queftions that
concern-our great Affair, with fomething of my
Love; all which will pafs for Madnefs, and undo
‘me: No, give me leave to rave in Silence, and
unfeen among the Trees, “they’ll humour my Di-
. feafe, anfwer my murmuring Joy, and Echos flat-
ter it, repeat thy Name, repeat that Sylvia’s mine |
and never hurt her Fame; while the Cabals, Bu-
finefs and noify Town will add Confufion to my
- prefent Tranfpott, and make me mad indeed: No,
Jet me alone, thou facred lovely Creature, let me
be calm and quiet here; and tell all the Infenfibles
I meet in the Woods what Sylvia has this happy -
Minute deftined me: Oh, let me record it on eve
Bark, on every Oak and Beech, that all the World
may wonder at my Fortune, and blefs the gene-
rous Maid; let it-grow up to Ages that fhall come,
that they may know the Story of our Loves, and
how a happy Youth, they called Philander, was
once fo bleft by Heaven as to poflefs the charming,
~the adored and loved by all, the glorious Sylvia’
a Maid, the moft divine that ever graced a Story;
and when the Nymphs would look for an Example
of Love and Conftancy, let them point out Phi~
&nder to their doubted Swains, and cry, Il\h r
: ‘ ove
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love but as the young Philander did, and then be
fortunate, and then reap all your Wifhes: ‘And
" when the Shepherd would upbraid his Nymph,
let him but cry,----Se¢e here what Sylvia did to
fave the young Philander; but oh! There never
wil be fuch another Nymph as Sylvia; Heaven
‘formed but one to fhew the World what Angels
are, and the was formed for me, yes the was--—
“in whom I would not quit my glorious Intereft
to reign a Monarch here, or any boafted gilded
Thing above! Take all, take all, ye Gods, and give
me but this happy coming Night! Oh; Sylvia,
Sylvia! By all thy promifed Joys I am undone if
any Accident fhould ravith this’ Night from me:
‘This Night ! No not for a Leafe of Years to all -
Eternity would I throw thee away: Oh! I am
all Flame, all joyful Fire and Softnefs ; methinks
it is Heaven where-ever I lopk rourd me, Aifr
where I tread, and ravifhing Mufick when I fpeak,
becaufe it is all of Syfvia---Let me alone, oh let
-me cool a fittle, or [ fhall by an Excef¥ of joyful
‘Thought lofe all my hoped for Blifs. Remove a
little from me; go, my Sylvia, you are fo exceflive
fweet, fo wondrous dazzling, you prefs my Senfes
even to Pain---away---let me take Air---let me re-
cover Breath: Oh let me lay me down beneath -
fome ooolin% Shade, near fome refrething Cryftal
. murmuring Spring, and fan the gentle Air about
me. I fuffocate, Ifaint with this clofe Loving, I
muft allay my Joy or be undone---I will read thy
cruel Letters, or I will think of fome fad melan-
choly Hour wheréin thou haft difmiffed me defpair-
ing from thy Prefence: Or while you prefs me
now to be gone with fo much Earneftnefs, you
- have.fome Lover to receive and entertain ; per-
bhaps it is only for the Vanity to hear him tell his-
naufeous Paffion to you, breathe on your lovely
Face, and daub .yow Garments with his fulfg:me
: ! , me
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.Embrace; But oh, by Heaven, I cannot think that
Thought! And thou haft fworn thou canft not
fuffer it---if I fhould find thee falfe---but it is im~
poffible---Oh! Should I find Fofcario vifit thee, himh
whom thy Parents favour, Ithould undo you all,
by Heaven I thould---but thou haft fworn, what
need Philander more? Yes, Sylvia, thou haft fworn
and called Heaven’s Vengeance down whenever
thou gaveft a Look, or a dear Smile in Love to that
pretending Fop: Yet from his mighty Fortune there
is Danger in him---What makes that Thought tor-
ment me now !---Be gone, for Sylvia loves me,

and will preferve'my Life---- - : .
I'am not able, my adarable Charmer," to obey
your Commands in going from the Sight.of "happy
Bellfmt; no, let the great Wheel of the vaft De-

_ fign roul on---or for ever ftand flill, for I will not
aid its Motion to leave the mightier Bufinefs of
‘my Love unfinithed ; no, let Fortune and the dul-
Jer Fools toil on---for Ull not bate a Minute of
my Joys with thee to fave the World, much lefs.
fo poor a garce] of it; and fure there is more folid
Pleafure even in thefe expe&ing Hours I wait to
fnatch my Blifs, than to be Lord of all the Uni-
verfe without it: Then let me wait, my Sylvia,
in thofe melancholy Shades that part Bellfont from
Dorilluss Farm;  perhaps my Sylvia may walk
‘that Way fo unattended, that we might meet and
lofe ourfelves for a few Moments in thofe intri-
cate Retreats: Ah Sylvia! 1 am dying with that

' Thought-<--Oh Heavens! What cruel Deftiny is

mine? Whofe fatal Circumftances do not permit

me to own my Paffion, and lay Claim to Sylvia,

to take her without Controul to Shades and Pa- .

laces, to live for ever with her, to gaze for ever

on her, to eat, to loll, to rife, to play, to lleep,
to a& over all the Pleafures and the Joys of Life
with her---But it is invain [ rave, in vain employ

my
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myfelf in~the Fools barren Bufinefs, withing-e-
"This Thought bas made me fad. as Death : Oh,
Sykvia! 1 can never be truly happy-—-adieu, employ
thyfelf. in writing to me, and remember my Lifg
bears Date but only with thy Faith and Love.,

PHILANDER,

Try,l my Adorable, what you can do to meet me in
the Wood this Afternoon, for there 1 will live to Day.

r~

7% PHILANTD ER.

OBﬁinatc Philander, 1 conjure you by all your
Vows, by all your facred Love, by thofe dear
Hours this happy Night defigned in Favour of you,to -
go without Delay to Cefario; *twill be unfafe to dif-
obey a Prince in his jealous Circumftances. . The
Fatigue of the Journey cannot.be great, - and you.
well know the Torment of my Fears! Oh ! I fhall ,
never be happy, or think you fafe, till you have
quitted this fatal Intereft : "Go, my Philander—--
and remember whatever Toils you take will be .
rewarded at Night in the Arms of '

SYEVIA.

T SYLVI A, «

“f Hatever Toils you take fhall be rewarded'in

the Arms of Sylvia/----By Heaven, I am.
' infpired to act Wonders: Yes, Sylvia, yes; my
adorable Maid, Iam gone, I fly as fwift as Light«
ning, or the foft Darts of Love fhot from thy
ch;rm_ing Eyes, andI can hardly flay to fay---~
Adieu--

t . To
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Tothe I A D Yo

Dear Child, "

LONG forefecing the Mifery whereto you muft
arrive, by this fatal Correfpondence with my
unhappy Lord, I have often, with Tears and
Prayers, implored you to decline fo dangerous
a Paffion: I have never yet acquainted our Parents
with your Misfortunes, but I fear I muft at laft .
make ufe of their Authority for the Prevention of
your Ruin, It is not my deareft Child, that Part
of this unhappy Story that relates to me, that
grieves me, but purely that of thine.
Confider, oh young noble Maid, the Infamy of
being a Proftitute! And yet the A& itfelf in this
fatal Amour is not the greateft Sin, but the Man-
ser, which carries an unufual Horror with it; for
it isca Brother too, my Child, as well as 2 Lover,’
one that has lain by thy unhappy Sifter’s Side fo
-many tender Years, by whom he has a dear and
3! - Off-fpring, by which he has more fixt him-
felf to thee. by Relation and Blgod: Confider this,
* oh fond hetdlefs Girl! And fuffer not a momen-
tary Joy to rob thee of thy Eternal Fame, me of
my Eternal Repofe, and fix a Brand upon our
noble Houfe, and fo undo us. all.--—-Alas, con-
fider, after an A&ion fo thameful, thou muft ob-
fcure thyfelf in fome remote Corner of the World,
where Honefty and Honour never are heard of:
No, thou canft not fhew thy Face, but it will be
pointed: at for fomething monftrous ; fora hundred.
- Ages may not produce a Story fo lewdly infamous.
and loofe as thine. Perhaps (fond as you are) you.
imagine the fole Joy of being beloved by him, wilk:
atone for thofe Affronts and Reproaches you will:
"meet with-in the cenfuring Warld: But, Child,
r e~
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.remember and believe me, there is nolafting Faith
in Sin; he that has broke his Vows with Heaven
and me, will be again perjured to Heaven and

-thee, and all the World!----He once thought me
as lovely, lay at my Feet, and fighed away his
Soul, and told fuch pitious Stories of his Suffer-
ings, fuch fad, fuch mournful Tales of his de-
parted Reft, his broken Heart and everlafting Love,
that fure I thought it had been a Sin not to have
credited his charming Perjuries; in fuch a Way he
fwore,* with fuch a Grace he fighed, fo artfully he
moved, fo tenderly he looked. Alas, dear Child,
then all he faid was new, unufual with him, never
told before; now itis a beaten Road, it is learned .
by Heart, and eafily addreffed to any fond believing

oman, the tattered, worn out Fragments of my

Trophies, the Dregs of what I long fince drained
from off his fickle Heart; then it was fine, then it -
was brifk and new, now palled and dulled by being
repeated often. Think, my Child, whatyour vi¢to-
rious Beauty merits, the Vi&im of a Heart un-
canquered by any but your Eyes:  Alas, he has -
been my Gaptive, my humble whining Slave, dif-
dain to put him on your Fetters now; alas, he
Gan fay no new Thing of his Heart to thee, it is
Love at fecond Hand, worne’out, and all its gaudy
Lufire tarnithed ; befides, my Child, if thou hadft . .
no Religion binding enough, no Honcur that could™ .
ftay thy fatal Courfe, yet Nature fhoyld oblige
thee, and give a Check to the unreafonable. En-
terprize. 'The Griefs and Difhonour of our noble
Parents, who have been eminent for Virtue and
Piety, oh fuffer them not to be regarded in thix
cenfuring World, as the moft unhappy of all the
Race of old Nobility; thoy art the darling Child,
the Joy of all, the laft Hope left, the Refuge of
their S):armw, for they, alas, have had but unkind

~ Stags to.influgnce their unadvifed Offfpring; no

L4

ant
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" Wantof Virtue in their Education,but this laft Blow -
of Fate muft ftrike themdead ; think, think of this,
my Child, and yet retire from Ruin; hafte, fly from
Deftru&ion which purfués thee faft ; hafte, hafte
and fave thy Parents and a Sifter, or what is more
dear, thy Fame; mine has already received but too
many defperate Wounds, and all thro’ my unkind:
Lord’s growing Paffion for thee, which was moft
fatally founded on my Ruin, and nothing but my
Ruin could advance it ; and when, my Sifter, thou
haft run thy_Race,made thyfelf loathed, undone and
in famous as Hell, defpis’d, fcorn’d and abandon’d by -
all, lampoon’d, perhaps difeas’d; this faithlefs Man,
this Caufe of all will leave ‘thee too, grow weary of
thee, naufeated by Ufe; he may perhaps co?lzder
“what Sins,what Evils, and what Inconveniences and
Shames thou’ft brought him to, and will not be the
Iaft fhall loath and hate thee: For tho’ Youth fanfy
it have a mighty Race torun of pleafing Viceand Va-
nity, the Courfe will end, the Goal will bearrived to
atth e laft, where they wiltfighing ftand, look tack,
-and view the Length of precious Time they’ve fool’d.
-away; when traverfed over with Honour and Dif-
cretion, how glorious were the Journey, and with
what Joy the wearied Traveller lies down and bafks
beneath the Shades that end the happy Courfe,

Forgive, dear Child, this Advice, and purfue it;
it is the Effe& of my Pity, not Anger; nor could
the Name of Rival ever yet have %owet to banith
that of Sifter from my Soul----Farewel, remember
me ; pray Heaven thou haft not this Night made a
Forfeit of thy Honour, and that this which comes

. from a tender bleeding Heart may have the Fortune
to infpire thee with éracc to avoid all "Temptati-
-ons for the future, fince they muft end in Sorrow ;

which is the Eternal Prayer of, - N
' . Deareft Child,
Your affettionate S _l/f;:
' »

->
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7% PHILANDER,

ASK me not, my deareft Brother, the Reafon
of this fudden Change, afk me no more from
whence proceeds this ftrange Coldnefs, or why this
Alteration ; itis enough my Deftiny has not decreed
me for Philander : Alas,1 fee my Exror,and looking
round about me, find nothing but approaching Hor-
ror and Confufion in my gurfuit of Love: Oh
-whither was I going, to what dark Paths, to what
everlafting Shades had fmiling Love betray’d me,had
I purfued him farther ? But I'at laft have fubdu’d his
Force, and the fond Charmer fhall no more renew
his Arts and Flatteries; for I’'m refolv’d as Heaven,
as fix’d as Fate and Death, and I conjure you trouble
my Repofe no more; for if you do (regardlefs of my
Honour, which if you loved you would preferve)
T will do a Deed fhall free me from your Importu-
nities, that fhall amaze and cool your vicious
Flame. No more---remember you have a noble
Wife, Companion of your Vows, and I have Ho-
. nour, both which are worth preferving, and for
which, though you want generous Love, you will
find neither that nor Courage wanting in Sylvia.

70 SYL VI A

YES, my Adorable Sykvia, 1 will purfue you

no farther; only for all my Pains, for all my
Sufferings, for my tormenting fleeplefs Nights, and
thoughtful anxious Days ; for all my faithlefs Hopes,
my l'gears, my Sighs, my Prayers and my Tears, for
my unequalled and unbounded Paflion, and my un-
wearied Purfuits in Love, my never-dying Flame, °
and littly, for my Death; I only beg, in Recom-

for all, this laft Favour from your Pity;
pence all, w ‘y o
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That you will deign to view the bleeding Wound
that pierced the trueft Heart that ever fell a Sacri-
fice to Love ; youwill find my Body lying beneath
. that fpeading Oak, fo facred to Philander, fince
it was there he firft took into his greedy ravifhed
Soul, the dear, the foft Confeflion of thy Paffion,
though now forgotten and neglefted all----Make
what Hafte you can, you will find there ftretched
out the mangled Carcafe of the loft :
PHILANDER.
Ah Sylvia! Wasit for this that I was fent in fuch
Hafte away this Morning to Cefario # Did I for tds
negle&t the World, our great Affair, and all that
Prince’s Intereft, and fly back to Bellfont on the
Wings of Love? Where in lieu of receiving a dear
Bleffing from thy Hand, do I find----Never fee
me more---good Heaven---but, with my Life, all
my Complaints are ended; only it would be fome
Eafe, even in Death, to know what happy Rival
it is has armed thy cruel Hand againft. Philander’s .
Heart. ) :

7o PHILANDER.

STAY, I conjure thee, ftay thy Sacrilegious .

Hand; for the leat Wound it gives the Lord
of all my ‘Withes, I’ll double on my Breaft a' thou-
fand Fold; ftay then, by all thy Vows, thy Love,
aind all thy Hopes, I fwear thou haft this ¥\Tight a
full Recompence of all thy Pains from yielding
Sylvia; 1 do conjure thee ftay—--for when the
News arrives thou art no more, this poor, this
Ioft, abandoned Heart of mine fhall fidl a Viéim
to thy Cruelty: No, live, my Philander, I conjure
thee, and receive all thou canft afk, and all that

can be given by SYLVIA

To
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9% PHILANDER.

OH, my charming Philander! How very ill have
you recompenfed my lat foft Commands?
Which were that you fhould live; and yet at the
fame Moment, while you are reading of the dear
Obligation, and while my Page was waiting your
kind Return, you defperately expofed your Life
to the Mercy of this innocent Rival, betraying
unadvifedly at the fame T'ime my Honour, and the
Secret of your Love, and where to kill, or to be
killed, had been almoft equally unhappy: It was
well my Page told me you difarmed him in this
Rencounter; yetyou, he fays, are wounded, fome
facred Drops of Blood are fallen to the Earth and
loft, the leaft of which is precious enough to
ranfom Captive Queens: Oh! Hafte, Philander, .
to my Arms for Cure, I die with Fear there may
be Danger,---hafte, and let me bathe the dear, the,
wounded Part in Floods of Tears, lay to my warm
Lips, and bind it with my torn Hair: Oh! Phi-
lander, 1 rave with my Concern for thee, and am
ready to break all Laws of Decency and Duty,
and fly without confidering, to thy Succour, but
that | fear'to injure thee much more by the Dif-
covery, which fuch an unadvifed Abfence would
make. Pray Heaven the unlucky Adventure reach
- not Bellfont; Fofcariv has no 'Reafon to proclaim
it, and thou art too generous to boaft the Conquett,
and my Page was the only Witnefs, and he is as
filent and as fecret as the Grave: But why, Phi-
lander, was he fent me back without Reply ¢! What
meant that cruel Silence---fay, my Pbilander, will
you not pbey me?---Will you abandon me? Can
that dear Tongue be perjured? And can you this
" Night difappoint your Sylvia? What have I done,
oh obftinately cruel, irreconcileable----What, for
' / E 2 my



\

100 Love-Letters. Part I
my firft Offence? A little poor Refentment and no
more? A little faint Care of my gafping Honour,
could that difpleafe fo much? Beéfides I had a
Caufe, which you fhall fee ; a Letter that would
cool Love’s hotteft Fires, and turd it to Devotion ;
. by Heaven it was fuch a Check----fuch a Surprize
----but you yourfelf fhall judge, if after that I
could fay lefs, than bid eternally farewel to Love
----at leaft to thee----but I recanted foon ; one fad
dear Word, one foft refenting Line from thee,
ained Love the Day again, and I defpifed the
%enfures of the duller World: Yes, yes, and I
confefled you had overcome, and did this merit no
Reply? Iafked the Boy a thoufand Times what you
faid, how and in what Manner you teceived it, chid
him, and laid your filent Fault on him, till he
- with Tears convinced me, and faid he found you
haftening to the Grove,---and when he gave you my
Commands---you looked upon him with fuch a
ftedfaft, wild and fixed Regard, .furveying him all
over while you were opening it--=-as argued fome
unufual Motion in you; then cried; Be gones---
I cannot anfwer Flattery----Good Heaven, what
can you'mean! Butere he got to the farther End
of the Grove, where ftill you walked a folemn
. Death-like Pace, he faw Fofcario pafs him unat-
*. tended, and Jooking back faw your Rencounter,
faw all that happened between you, then ran to your
Affiftance juft as you parted ; ftill you were roughly
fullen, and neither took Notice of his proffered Ser-,
vice, nor that you needed it, although du bled
apace ; he offered you his Aid to tie your <Nounds
up---but you replied--~Be gone, and do not trouble
me---Oh, could you imagine I could live with this
Negle&t? Could you, my Philander? Oh what
would you have me do! If nothing but my Death

" or Ruin can fuffice for my Atonement, I will facri-
fice either with Joy; yes, I'll proclaim my Paflion

: aloud,
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aloud, proclaim it at Bellfont, awn the dear cri-
_minal -Flame, fly to my Philander’s Aid and be
undone; for thus I cannot, no, I will not live,
I rave, I languifh, faint'and die with Pain; fay
that you live, oh, fay but that you live, fay you
ge coming to the N};adow behind the Garden-

rove, in order to your Approach to my Arms:

h, fwear that all your Vows are true; oh, fwear
that you are Sylvia’s; and in Return, I will fwear,
that [ am your’s without Referve, whatever Fate
is deftined for yous

SYLVIA.

I die with Impatience, either to fee or bear from
yous 1 fear it-is yet too foon for the firfl-—-ob there-
. fore [ave me with the lafty or I fball rave, and
wildly betray all by coming to Dorillus his Farm,
or fecking you where-ever you crgelly have hid your-

lelf from
jf SYLVIA.

[

7 SYLVIA.

AH, Sylvia, how have you in one Day deftroyed
that Repofe-I have been defigning fo many
Years! Oh, thou falfe---but wondrous fair Crea-
turc! Why did Heaven ordain fo much Beauty, and
{6 much Perfidy, fo much excellent Wit, and fo
much Cunning, (Things inconfiftent in any but in-
Sylvia) in one divine I‘g rame, but to undo Man-
kind: Yes, Sylvia, thou wert born to murther
more believing Men than the unhappy and undone
Philander. ’Igell me, thou charming Hypocrite,
why haft thou thus deluded me? Why? oh, why
was I made the miferable Obje& of thy fatal Vow-
breach? What have I done, thou lovely, fickle
Maid, that thou fhouldft be my Murtherer ? And
© E3 why
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why doft thou call me from the Grave with fuch
dear foft Commands as would awake the very
quiet Dead, to torture me anew, after my Eyes
(curfe on their fatal Senfe) were too fure Wit~
nefles of thy Infidelity? Oh, fickle Maid, how
much more kind it had been to have fent me down
to Earth, with plain heart-breaking Truth, than
a mean fubtle Falfhood, that has undone thy Cre-
dit in my Soul? Truth, though it were cruel, had
been generous in thee; though thou wert perjured,
falfe, forfworn---thou thouldft not have added to it
that yet bafer Sin of Treachery: You might have
been provoked to have killed your Friend, but it
_were bafe to {tab him unawares, defencelefs and
unwarned; fmile in my Face, and firike me to
. the Heart; footh me with all the tendereft Marks
of my Paffion---nay, with an Invitation too, that
would have gained a Credit in one that had been
jilted ever the World; flattered and ruined by. all
thy cozening Sex, and all to.fend me vain and
pleafed away, only to gain a Dgy to entertain
. another Lover in. Oh, fantaftick Woman! de-
ftru&tive glorious Thing, what needed this Deceit? .
Hadft thou not with unwonted Induftry perfuaded
me to have hafted to Cefario, by Heaven, I had
dully lived the tedious Day in traverfing the flowery

M:-uts ard fitent Groves, laid by fome murmurin
Spring had figh’d away the often counted Hours, an§
thought on gylw'a, till the blefled Minute of my ra-
- -vifhing Approach to her; had been a ford, believing
and i pofed on Coxcomb, and never had dreamt the
Treachery, never feen the Snake that bafked be-
neath the gay, the fmiling Flowers; fecurely thou
hadft cozen’d me, reaped thy new Joys, and made
my Rival fport at the Expence of all my Happi-
nefs: Yes, yes, your hafty Importunity firft gave
* me Jealoufy, made me impatient with Cefario,
and excufe myfelf to him -by a hundred Inven-
. . tions ;




Part 1. Love- Letters. 103

tions; negleted all to haften back, where all my
Joys, where all my killing Fears and Torments
refided--—-But when I came--—how was I wel- |
comed? With your confirming Billet; yes, Sylvia,
how! Let Dorillus inform you, between whofe
Arms I fell dead, Shame on me, dead----and the
firft Thought my Soul conceived when it returned,
was, not to die in Jeft. I anfwered your Com-
mands, and haftened to the Grove, where---by all
that is facred, by thyfelf I' fwear (a deerer gath
than Heaven and Earth can furnith me with) I did
refolve to die; but oh, how foon my foft, my filent
Paffion turned to loud Rage, Rage eafier to be
borne, to dire Defpair, to Fury and Revenge; for
there I faw Fofeario, my young, my fair, my rich
and powerful Rival, he hafted through the Grove,
all warm and glowing from the fair falfe one’s
Arms ; the Bluthes which thy Eyes had kindled
were frefh upon his Cheeks, his Looks were
fparkling with the new-blown Fire, his Heart fo
briflly burne with a.glad, 2 peaceful Smile dreflfed
all his Face, tricked like a Bridegroom, while he
perfum’d the Air as he pafled thro’ it---None but the
Man that leves and dotes like me is able to exprefs
my Senfe of Rage : I quickly turned the Sword
from my ovwn Heart to fend it to his elevated one,
%’x‘}rin him’" only Time . to---draw---that was the

ord, and I ‘confefs your Spark was wondrous
ready,  brifk with Succefs, vain with your new-
given Favours, he only cry’d--<If Sylvia be the
Quarrel---I am prepared---And he maintained your
Caufe with admirable Courage 1 confefs, though
Chance or Fortune luckily gave me his Sword,
which I would fain have rendered back, and that
‘Way would have died; but he refufed to arm his
Hand anew againft the Man that had not took
Advantage of him, and thus we parted: Then
it was that Malice fupported me with Life, and
E 4 : told
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told me I fhould fcorn to die for fo perfidious and
fo ruinous a Creature ; but charming and bewitch-
ing ftill, it was then I borsowed fo much Calmnefs .
of my leflening Anger to read the Billet over, your
Page had brought me, which melted all the rough
remaining Part of Rage away into tame Languili

ment: Ah, Sylvia! This Heart of mine was never
formed by Nature to hold out long in ftubborn
Sullennefs ; I am already on the excufing Part,
and fain would think thee innocent and juft; de-
ceive me prettily, I know thou canft footh my
fond Heart, and afk how it could harbour a faith-
lefs Thought of Sylvia---do---flatter me, proteft a
little, fwear my Rival faw thee not, fay he was
there by Chance---fay any Thing; or if thou faweft
him, fay with how cold a k he was receiv’d--Oh,
Sylvia, calm my Soul, deceive it, flatter it, and I
fhall ftill believe and love thee on---Yet fhouldeft
thou tell me Truth, that thou art falfe, by Heaven
I do adore thee fo, I ftill ‘fhould love thee on;
fhould I have feen thee clafp him in thy Arms,
print Kifles on his Cheeks and Lips, and more---
{o fondly and fo dotingly I love, I think I fhould
forgive thee; for I fwear by all the Powers that
© pity frail Mortality, there is no Joy, no Life, no
Heaven without thee! Be falfe! Be cruel, perjured,
infamous, yet ftill I muft adore thee; my Soul
was form’edy of nothing but of Love, and all that
Love, and all that Soul is Sylvia’s; But yet, fince
thou haft framed me an Excufe, be kind and carry
it onj---to be deluded well, as thou canft do it,
will be the fame to Innocence, as Loving: I fhall
not find the Cheat: Iwill come then---and lay my-
felf at thy Feet, and feek there that Repofe, that
dear Content which is not to be found in this vaft
‘World befides; though much of my Heart’s Joy
thou haft abated, and fixed a-Sadnefs in my Soul
that will not eafily vanifh---Oh Sylvia, take Caro;

. ' Q:

-
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of me, for I am in thy Power, my Life, my Fame»

my Soul are all in thy Hands, be tender of the Vic-

* tims, and remember if any A&ion:of thy Life

-thould fhew a fading Love, that very Moment I

. perceive the Change, you fhall find dead at your

Feet the abandoned .
PHILANDER.

Sad as Death, 1 am going towards the Meadow,
in drder ta my Approach towards Sylvia, the World
affording no Repofe tome, but when I am where the

ear Charmer 1s. '

To Philander 7z the Meadow.

AND can you be jealous of me, Philander? 1

mean fo poorly jealous as to believe me ca-
pable of Falfhood, of Vow-Breach, and what is
“worfe, of loving any Thing but the adorable Phi-
lander ? Oh, 1 could not once believe fo cruel a
‘Thought could have entered into the Imaginations
of a Soul fo entirely poffefled with Sylvia, and fo
great a Judge of Love. Abandon me,’ reproach
me, hate me, fcorn me, whenever I harbour any
“Thing in Mind fo deftruétive to my Repofe and
thine. Can I, Philander, give you a greater Proof

. ‘of my Paffion, of my faithful, never-dying Pafiion,
than beéing undone for you? Have I any other

Profpe& in all this foft Adventure, but Shanie,

\

‘Difhonour, Reproach, eternal Infamy, and ever- .

lafting Deftruétioni, even of Soul and Body? I

‘tremble with Fear of future Punifhment; but oh, . ‘

Love will have no Devotion (mixed with his Ce-
remonigs) to any other Deity; and yet, alas, I

- ‘might have loved another, and have been faved, or
* any Maid but Sylvia might have poflefled without

-Damnation. But it is a Brother I purfue, it isa
' - Es = Sifter
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Sifter gives her Honour up, and none but Ca-
nace, that ever | read in Story, wasever found fo
wretched as to love a Brother with fo criminal a
Flame, and poflibly I may meether Fate. I have .
a Father too as great as Aolus, as angry and re-
vengeful where his Honour is concerned ; and you .
found, my dearef}t Brother, how near you were
laft Night to a Difcovery in the Garden. I bave
fome Reafon too to fear this Night’s. Adventure,
for as ill Fate would have it (loaded with other
“Fhoughts) I-told not Melinda of your Adventure
Iaft Night with Monfieur the Count, who meeting
her e:.r%y this Morning, had like to have made a
Difcovery, if he have not really fo already; fhe.
firgve to fthun him, but he cried out—-—-]&elinda,
* you cannot fly me by Light, as you did laft Night
in the Dark---She turned and begged his Parden,
forneither coming nor defigning tb come, fince
4he. had refolved never to violate her Vows te
Alexis : Not coming ? Cried he, not returning again,
¥ou meant, Melinda; fecure of my Heart and my
- Purfe, you fled with both. Melinda, whofe Ho-
nour was now concerned, and not reminding your
Efcape in her Likenefs, blufhing, fhe fharply denied
the Fa&, and with a Difdain that had laid 2afide all
Refpect, left him; nor can it be doubted, but he
fancied (if fhe fpoke Truth) there was fome other
Intrigue of Love carried on at Bellfont.  Judge,
my charming Philander, if 1 have not Reafon to
be fedrful of thy Safety, and my Fame ; and to be
jealous that fo wife a Man as Mbnficur did not
take that Parly to be held with a Spirit laft Night,
or that it was an Apparition he courted: But if
there be no Boldnefs like that of Love, nor Cou-
rage like that of a Lover; fure there never was fo
ﬁreat a Heroine as Sylvia. Undaunted, I refolve to
and the Shock of all, fince itis impoffible for me te
Yeave Philander any Doubt or Jealoufy that Idcah
. iffi-
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diffipate, and Heaven knows how far I was from
any Thought of feeing Fofeario, when I urged
Philander to depart. 1have to clear my Inno-~
. cence, fent thee the Letter I received two Hours
after thy Abfence, which falling into my Mother’s
- Hands, whofe Favourite heis, he had Permiffion
to make his Vifit, which within an Hour he di!;
but how received by me, be thou the Judge, when-
_ ever itis thy Fate to be obliged to entertain fome
Woman to whom thy Soul has an entire Averfion.
I forced a Complaifance againft my Nature, en-
dured his ragking Courtthip with a Fortitude that
became the great Heart that bears thy facred Image 3
- as Martyrs do, I fuffered without murmuring, or
the leaft Sign of the Pain I endured---It is below
the Dignity of my mighty Paffion to juftify it
farther, letit plead its own Caufe, it has a thoufand
Ways to do 1t, and thofe all fuch as cannot be re-
fifted, cannot be doubtedy efpecially this laft Proof
of facrificing to your Repofe the never more to be

doubted-
s SYLVIA.
About an Hour bence I fhall
expell you to adlvance.

CTothe LAD Yoem

Madam, -
QTIS not always the Divine Graces wherewith
- & 'Heaven has adarned your refplendent Beau-
ties, that can maintain the innumerable Conquefts
they gain, without a noble Goodnefs ; which may
make you fenfibly compaffionate the poor and for-
lorn Captives you have yndone: But, moft fair of
your Sex, it is I alone that have a Deftiny more -
‘cruel and fevere, and find myfelf wounded from
’ : E g your
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your very Frowns, and fecured a Slave as well as
‘made one; the very Scorn from thofe triumphant
Stars, your Eyes, have the fume Effeds, as if they
fhined with the continual Splendor of ravithing
Smiles; and I can no more thun their killing In-
fluence, than their all-faving Afpeé&s: And I fhall
expire contentedly, fince I fall by fo glorious a
Fate, if you will vouchfafe to pronounce my Doom
from that Storehofe of Perfeétion, your Mouth,
fiom Lips that openlike the blufhing Rofe, ftrow’d
over with Morning Dew, and from a Breath fweeter
than holy Incenfe; in ordeér to which,.I approach
ou, moz excellent Beauty, with this moft humble
Petition, that you will deign to permit me to -
throw my unworthy Self before the Throne of
our Mercy, there to receive the Sentence of my
’}:ife or Death; a Happinefs, tho™incomparably too
" great for fo mean a Vaffal, yet with that Reve- -
rence and Awe I fhall receive it, as I would- the
Sentence of the Gods, and which I will no more
refift-than I would the Thunderbolts of ove, or
the Revenge of angry fumo: For, Madam, my

immenfe Paffion knows no Medium between Life

and Death, and as I never had the Prefumption
to afpire to the Glory of the firft, I am not fo
abject as'to fear I am wholly deprived of the Glory
of the laft: I have too long lain convi&ed, extend
our Mercy, and put me now out of Pain : You
zave often wrecked me to confefs my Promethean
Sin; fpare the cruel Vulture of Defpair, take him
from my Heart in Pity, and either by killing Words,
or blafting Lightening from thofe refulgent Eyes,
pronounce the Death of, -

Madam, ) .
Your admiring Slave,
" FOSGARIO.

T
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To SYLVIA.

My Eberléﬁirxg Charmer,

Am convinc’d and pleas’d, my Fears are vanifh’d,
and a Heaven of folid Joy is opened to my View,
and I have nothing now in Profpe&t but Angel-
Brightnefs, glittering Youth,dazling Beauty,charm-
ing Sounds, and ravithing Touches, and all around
me Extafies of Pleafure, unconceivable Tranfports
without Conclufion; Mahomet never fancied fuch
a Heaven, not all his Paradife promifed fuch lafting
Felicity, or ever provided there the Recompence
-of fuch a Maid as Sykvia, fuch a bewitching Form,
* fuch foft, fuch glorious Eyes, where the Soul
fpeaks and dances, and betrays Love’s Secrets in
every killing Glance, a Face, where every Mo-
tion, every Featurc fweetly languithes, a Neck
all tempting---and her lovely Breaft inviting pref-
fes from the eager Lips; fuch Hands, fuch cﬁfping
Arms, fo white, fo foft and flender! No, nor one
of all his heavenly Enjoyments, though promifed
Years of fainting in Bne continued Extafy, can
make one Moment’s Joy with charming Sylvia.
Oh, I am wrapt (with bare Imagination) with a
much vafter Pleafure than any other dull Appoint-
ment can difpenfe---Oh, thou Bleffing fent from
- Heaven to eafe my Toils of Life! Thou facred
dear Delight of my fond doting Heart, oh, whither
wilt thou lead me, to what vaft Heights of Love ?
Into Extremes as fatal and as dangerous as thofe
Excefles were that rendered me fo cold in your
Opinion. Oh, Sylvia, Sylvia, have a Care of me,
manage my over-joyed Soul, and all its eager Paf-
fions, chide my fond Heart, be angry if L faint
ypon tay Bofom, and do not with thy tender Voice
recal me, a Voice that kills out-right, and calls
H : © my

\



110 Lowe- Evtters. Part I,
my fleeting Soul out of its Habitation: Lay not
fuch charming Lips to my cold Checks, but let
me lie extended at thy Feet untouched, unfighed
upon, unpreflfed with Kifles: Ohb, change thofe
tender, trembling Words of Love into rough Sounds
and Noifes unconcerned, and when you fee mq-

ing, do not call my Soul to mingle with thy
Sighs; yet fhouldft thou abate one Word, one
Look or Tear, by Heaven, I fhould be mad; oh,
never let me live to fee Declenfion in thy Love !
No, no, my Charmer, I cannot bear the leaft fup-
pofed Decay in thofe dear Fondneffes of thine;
and fure none ever became a Maid fo well, nor
ever were received with Adorations like to mine !

Pardon, my adorable Sylvia, the Rathnefs of my
Paffion in this Rencounter with Fofcario; I am
fatisfied he is too unhappy in your Disfavour to -
merit the being fo in mine; but it was fufficient I
then faw a Joy in his Face, a pleafed Gaiety in
his Looks to make me think my Rage reafonable,
and my Q}mrrel-juﬁ; by the Stile he writes, I dread
his Senfe lefs than his Perfon; but you, my lovely
Maid, have faid enough toguit me of my Fears
for both---the Night comes on---I cannot call it
envious, though it rob me of the Light that fhould
affift me to finifh this, fince it will more glorioufly
repay me in a happier Place---Come on then, thou
bleft Retreat of Lovers, I forgive thy Interruptions
here, fince thou wilt conduct to the Arms of Sylvia,
=--the adoring

PHILANDER.

If you bave any Commands for me, this Weeder

of the Gardens, whom [ met in gaing in thither, will
ing it back ; I wait™ in the Meadow, and Jate this
Jiom the dear Primrofe-Bank, where 1 have fate
with Sylvia, L .
2
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Teo PHILAﬁDE-R.

After the bappy Night.

sTIS done; yes, Philander, it is done, and af-
ter that, what will not-L.ove and Griefoblige
me to own to you? Oh, by what infenfible De-
grees 2 Maid in Love may arrive to fay any Thing
to her Lover without Bluthing! I have known the
Time, the bleft innocent Time, when but to think
1 loved Philander would have covered my Face
with Shame, and to hlave fpoke it would have filled
me with Confufion---have made me tremble, bluth,
and bend my guilty Eyes to Earth, not daring to
behold my charming Conqueror, while I made that
~ bafhful Confeflion---though now I am grown bold
in Love, yet I have known the Time, when being
at Court, and coming from the Prefence, being
offered fome officious Hand to lead me to my
Coach, I have fhrunk back with my.Averfion to
. your Sex, and have concealed my Hands in m
%ockets to prevent their being touched;-—a Ki
would turn my Stomach, and amorous Looks
though they would make me vain) gave me a
ate to him 'that fent them, and never-any Maid
refolved fo much as I to tread the Paths of Honour,
.and I had many Precedents before me to make me
careful: Thus I wasarmed with Refolution, Pride
and Scorn, againft all Mankind; butalas, | made
no Defence againft a Brother, but innocently lay
expofed to all his Attacks of Love, and never
thought it criminal till it kindled a new Defire
about me, Oh, that |l thould not die with Shame
- to own it----Yew fee (1 fay) how from one foft
Degree to another, | do not “only confefs the
fhameful Truth, but aét it too; what with a
Brother+--Oh Heavens! A Crime fo monftrous anfd
. )

~
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fo néw-—~But by all thy Love, by thofe furprizing
Joys fo lately experienced----I never will----No,
no, I never can---repent jt: Oh incorrigible Paf-
fion! Oh harden’d Love! At leaft I might have
fom¢ Remorfe, fome Sighing after my poor de-
parted Honour; but why thould I diﬂyemb]e with
the Powers Divine; that know the Secrets of a
Soul doomed to eternal Love? Yet I am mad, F
rave and tear myfelf, traverfe my guilty Chamber
in a difordered, but a foft Confufion; and often
opening the confcious Curtains, furvey the Print
where thou and I were laft Night laid, furveying
‘it with a thoufand tender Sighs, and kifs and prefs
thy dear forfaken Side, imagine over all our folemn
Joys, evela: dear Tranfport, all our ravifhing re-
peated Bliffes; then almoft fainting, languithing,
cry---Philander, oh, my charming little God ! Then
lay me down in the dear Place you prefled, ftill
warm and fragrant with the fweet Remains that -
thou haft left behind thee on the Pillow. Oh, my
Soul’s Joy! My dear, eternal Pleafure! What |
Softnefs haft thou added to my Heart within a few
Hours! But oh, Philander---if (as I've oft been told)
‘Poflefion, which makes Women fond and doting,
fhould make thee cold, and grow indifferent--if nau-
feated with repeated Joy, and having made a full
Difcovery of all that was but once imaginary, when
Fancy rendered every Thing much finer than Ex-
perience, oli, how where | undone! For me, by
all the Inhabitants of Heaven | fwear, by thy dear
charming Self, and by thy Vows---thou fo tranf-
cendeft all Fancy, all dull' Imagination, all won-
dering Ideas of what Man was to me,that I believe.
thee more than human ! Some Charm Divine dwells
in thy Touches; 'befides all thefe, thy charming
Look, thy Love, the Beauties®that adorn thee,
and thy Wit, | fwear thereis a Secret in Nature
‘that rénders thee more dear, and fits thee to !:lly :

L
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Soul; do notafk it me, letit fuffice; it isfo, and
is not to be told; yes, by it I know thou art the
Man created for my Soul; and he alone that has
the Power to touch it; my Eyes and Fancy might
have been diverted, I might have favoured this

B, above the other, preferred that Face, that Wit, or

Shape, or Air---but to concern my Soul, to make

. that capable of fomething more than Love, it was

only neceffary that Philander fhould be formed, and
formed juft as heis; that Shape, that Face, that
Height, that dear Proportion; I would not have a

Feature, not a Look, mota Hair altered, juit as

thou art, thouart an Angel to me, and I, without
confidering what I am, what I might be, or ought,
without confidering the fatal Circumftances of thy
being married (a gl‘hc:;ught that fhocks my Soul

whenever it enters) or whatever other Thought that
does concern my Happinefs or Quiet, have fixed

my Soul to Love and my Philander, to love thee
with all thy Difadvantages, and glory in my Ruin ;

thefe are my firm Refolves--thefe are my Thoughts._
But thou art gone,with all the Trophies of my Love
and Honour, gay with the Spoils, which now per-
haps are unregarded: The Myftery is now revealed,
the mighty Secret is known, and now will be no
Wonder or Surprize: But hear my Vows: By all
on which my Life depends I fweas---if ever I per-

‘ceive the leaft Decay of Love in thee, if ever thou

breakeft an Oath, a Vow, a Word, if ever I fee
Repentance in thy Face, a Coldnefs in thy Eyes
(which Heaven divert) by that bright Heaven I will
die; you may believe me, fince I had the Courage
and durft love thee, and.after that durft facrifice
my Fame, lofe all to juftify that Love, will, when
a Change fo fatal fhall arrive, find Courage too to
die; yes, die Philander, affure thyfelf I will, and
therefore have a Care of

SYLVIA.

7o

’
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- 7o PHILANDER.

OH, where fhall I find Repofe, where feek a
filent Quiet, but in my laft Retreat, the Grave !
I fay not this, my deare{{ Philander, that I do or
ever can repent my Love, though the fatal Source’
of all: For already we ate betrayed, our Race of -
Joys, our Courfe of ftolen Delight is ended ere
begun. I chid, alas, at Morning’s Dawn, I chid
you to be gone, and yet, Heaven knows, I grafped
you faft, and rather would have died than parted
with you; I faw the Day come on, and curfed its
bufy f}:ight, and fhill you cried, One blefled Minute
more, . before I part with all the Joys of Life! And
Hours were Minutes then, and Day grew old upon
us unawares, it was all abroad, and had called.p/
all the Houthold Spies to pry into the Secrets of”
our Loves, and thou, by fome Tale-bearing Flat-
. terer, wert feen in paﬂg'ng through the Garden ;
the News was carried to my Father, and a mighty
Confult has been held in my Mother’s Apartment,
who now refufes to fee me; while I, poffeffed
with Love, and full of Wonder at my new
Change, lulled with dear Contemplation, (for I
am altered much fince Yefterday, however thou
haft charmed me) imagining none knew qur Theft
of Love, but only Heaven and Melinda. But oh,
alas, Thad no fooner finifhed this enclofed, but my
Father entered my Cabinet, but it was with fuch a
Look---as foon informed me all was’ betrayed to
him; a while he gazed on me with Fiercenefs in
his Byes, which fo furprized and frighted me, that
I, all pale and trembling, threw myfelf at his Feet
he, feeing my Diforder, took me up, and fixed fo
fteadfaft and fo fad 2 Look upon me, as would
have broken any Heart but mine, fupported with
Philander’s Image ; 1 fighed and wept~--and filently
- attended

.
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_attended when the Storm fhould falt, which turned
into a Shower fo foft and piercing, Ialmoft died
to fee it; at laft delivering me a Paper---Here,
(cried he, with a Sigh andq[‘rembling-interrupted
Voice) read what I cannot tell thee. Oh, Syfvra,
cried. he,---thou Joy and Hope of all my aged
Years, thou Obje& of my Dotage, how haft thou
brought me to my Grave with Sorrow! So left me
with the Paper in my Hand: Speechlefs, unmov’d
2 while 5 ftood,- till he awaked me by new Sighs
and Cries; for paffing through my Chamber, by
Chance, or by Defign, he caft his melancholy Eyes
towards my ged, and faw the dear Diforder there,
unufual---then cried---Oh, wretched Sylvia, thou
art loft| And left me almoft fainting. The Letter,
I foon found, was one you’d fent from Dorillus his
Farm this Morning, after you had parted from me,
which has betrayed us all, but how it came into
their Hands I fince have underftood : for, as I faid,
you were feen paffing through the Garden, from
thence (to be confirmed) they dogged you to the
Farm, and waiting there your Motians, .faw Do-
#illus come fotth with a Letter in his Hand, which
though he foon concealed, yet not fo foon but it
was taken Notice of, when Kaﬂening to Bellfont
the neareft Way,they gave an Account to Adonfieur,
my Father, who going out to Dorillus, commanded
him to deliver him the Letter; his Vaffal durft not
difobey, but yielded it with fuch Difpute and Re-
huétancy, as he durft maintain witha %’Ian fo great
and powerful; before Dorillus returned you had
taken Horfe, fo that you are a Stranger to our
Misfortune---What fhall I do? Where (gall I feek
2 Refuge from the Danger that threatens us? A

“fad and filent Grief appears throughout Belifint,
and the Face of all Things is changed, yet none
knows the unhappy Caufe but Monfieur my Fa-
ther, and Madam my Mother, Melinda an r;le)l'fj
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felf: Melinda and my Page are both difmiffed from
waiting on me, as fuppofed Confidents of this
dear Secret, and Strangers, Creatures of Madam
the Countefs, put about me. Oh Philandex, what
can I do? Thy Advice, or I am loft: But how,
alas, fhall I either convey thefe to thee, or receive
any Thing from thee, unles fome God of Love,
in_Pity of our Miferies, fhould offer us his Aid?
I will try to corrupt my new Boy, I fee Good-
nature, Pity and Generofity in his Looks, he is
well born too, and may be honeft. v~

Thus far, Philander, 1 had writ when Supper
was brought me, for yet my Parents have not
deigned to let me come into their Prefence ; thofe
that ferve me tell me Mjyrtilla is this Afternoon
arrived at Bellfont ; all is mighty clofe carried in
the Countefs’s Apartment. %'tremble with the
Thought of what will be the Refult of the great
Confultation: I have been tempting of the Boy,
but I perceive they have ftrictly charged him not
to obey me; he fays, againft his Will he fhall
betray me, for they will have him fearched ; hut
he has promifed me to fee one of the Weeders, -
who working in the Garden, into which my Win-
dow opens, may from thence receive what I fhall
let down; if it be true, I fhall get this fatal Know-
ledge to you, that you may not only prepare for
the worft, but cantrive to fet at Liberty

The unfortunate Sylvia.
My Heart is feady to breaky, and my Eyes are
" drowned in Tears: Ob Philander, how much unlike

the laft will this fatal Night prove! Farewel, and '
think ngylvia.’f' B prove: >

This
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This was awrit in the Cover to both the
Jforegoing Letters to Philander.

Hilander, all that I dreaded, ' all that I feared is

- fallen upon me: Ihave been arraigned, and
convi@ted, three Judges, fevere as the three infer- .
nal ones, fate in Condemnation on me, a Father,
a Mother, and a Sifter; the Fa&, alas, was too
- clearly proved, and too many circumftantial Truths
‘appeared againft me, for me to plead not guily.
But, oh Heavens! Had you feen the Tears, and
‘heard the Prayers, Threats, Reproaches and Up-
braidings---thete from an injured Sifter, thofe my
‘Heart-broken Parents ; a tender Mother here, 2
railing and teviling Sifter thefe-—3n angry Father,
and a guilty Confcience----thou' wouldft have
‘wondered at my Fortitude, my Courage, and my
Refolution, and all from Love! For furely | had
died, had not' thy Love, thy powerful Love fup-
ported me ; through all the Accidents of Life and
Fate, that can and will fupport me; in the Midft
of all their Clamours and their Railings I had from
that a fecret and foft Repofe within, that whif-
pered me, Philander loves me ftill ; difcarded and
renounced by my found Parents, Love ftill replies, -
Philander fill will own thee; thrown from thy
Mother’s and thy Sifter’s Ayms, Philander’s ftill
. are open to receive thee: - And though I rave and
-almott die to fee them grieve, to thnk that I am
the fatal Caufe who makes fo fad Confufion in our
‘Family; (for, oh, ’tis piteous to behold my Sifter’s
‘Sighs and Tears, my Mother’s fad Defpair, my
Father’s Raging and his Weeping, by melancholy
Turns;) yet even thefe deplorable Objeéts, that
would move the moft obdurate, ftubborn Heart
‘to Pity and Repentance, render not mine relent-
' | ing 3
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ing; and yet] am wondrous pitiful by Nature,
and T can weep and faint to fee the fad Effe&ts of
my loofe, wanton Love, yet cannot find Repesi-
tance for the dear, charming Sin; and yet, {hould'ft
thou behold my Mother’s Languithment, no bitter
"Words proceeding from her Lips, no Tears fall
from her down-caft Eyes, but filent and fad as
Death fhe fits, and will not view the Light;
fhould’ft thou, I fay, behold ity thou would'tt, if
not repent, yet grievé that thou hadft Joved me:
Sure Love has quite confounded Nature in me,
I could not elfe behold this fatal Ruin without re-
_venging it upon my ftubborn Heart; a thoufand
Times a Day I make new Vews againft the God
of Love, but it is too late, and I am as often per-
jured---Qh, fhould the Gods revenge the broken
{/ows of Lovers, what Love-fick Man, what
‘Majd betrayed like me, but would be damned a
thoufand Times? For every little Love-quarrel,
every kind Refentment makes us fwear to love
mo more; and every Smile, and every flattering
Softnefs from the dear Injurer, makes us perjured:
Let all the Force of Virtue, Heonour, Intereft join
with my fuffering Parents to perfuade me to ceafe
to love Philander, yet let him but appear, let him
. ‘but look on.me with thofe dear charming Eyes,
let him but figh, or prefs me to his fragrant Cheek,
fold me---and cry---Ah, Sylvia, can you quit me ?
~--nay, you muft not, you fhall not, nay, Iknow
" you cannot, remember you are mine---~There is
fuch Eloquence in thofe dear Werds, when uttered
with a Voice fo tender and fo paffionate, that I
believe them irrefiftible---alas, I find them fo--and .
eafily break all the feebler Vows I make againft
thee; yes, I muft be undone, perjured, forfworn,
incorrigible, unnatural, difobedient, and any Thing,
tathcr than not. Philander’s---Turn then, my Soul,
from thefe domeftick, melancholy Objects, l&x:g
1
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look abroad, look forward™ for a while on
charming Profpeéls ; look on Philander, the
dear, the young, the amorous Philander, whofe
very Looks infufe a tender Joy throughout the
Soul, and chafe all Cares, all Sorrows and
anxious Thoughts from thence, whofe wonton
Play is fofter than that of young-fledged Angels,
and when he looks, and fighs, and fpeaks, and
touches, he is a very God: Where art thou, oh
Miracle of Youth, theu charming, dear Undoer!
.Now thou has gained the Glory of the Conqueft,
thou flighteft the rifled Captive: What, nota Line?
Two tedious Days are paft, and no kind Power
relieves me with.a Word, or any Tidings of
Philander—-and yet, thou mayeft have fent--—-but I
fhall never fee it, till they raife up freth Witneffes

inft me---1 cannot think thee wavering or for-
getful ; for if I did, furely thou knoweft my Heart
fo well, thou canft nat think it would live to think
another Thought. Confirm my kind Belief, and
fend to me—-- - :

There is a Gate well known to thee through
which thou pafleft to Bellfont, it is in the Road
about half a League from hence, an old Man opens
it, his Daughter weeds in the Garden, and will
.convey this to thee as I have ordered her; by the
fame Meflenger thou mayeft return thine, and
carly as .the comes I'll let her down a String, by
which Way unperceived | fhall recgive them from
her: I will fay no more, nor inftrut you how you
dhall preferve your

. srLvIA

%o

.
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7o SYL VIA.

|

" That which was left in ber Hands by Mon<

fieur, ber Father, in ber Cabinet,

My Adorable Sylvia.

I Can no more defcribe to thee the Torment
with which I part from Bellfont, than I can that
Heaven of Joy T was raifed tolaft Night by the tranf-
porting Effe&ts of thy wondrous Love; both are
to Excefs, and both killing, but in different Kinds.
.Oh, Sylvia, by all my unfpeakable Raptures in
thy Arms, by all thy Charms of Beauty, too nume-
- rous and too ravithing for Fancy to imagine----1
fwear---by this laft Night, by this dear new Dif-
covery, thou haft increafed my Love' to that vaft
Height, it has undone my Peace---all my Repofe
is gone---this dear, dear Night has ruined me, it
has confirmed me now I muft have Sylvia, and
cannot live without her, no not a Day, an Hour
---to fave the World, unlefs I had the entire Pof-
feffion of my lovely Maid: Ah, Sylvia, I am not
that indifferent dull Lover that can be raifed by
one Beauty to an Appetite, and fatisfy it with
another ; 1 cannot carry the dear Flame youkindle, -
to quench it in the Embraces of Myrtilla; no, by
the eternal Powers, he that pretends to love, and
loves at that coarfe Rate, needs fear no Danger
from that Paffion, he never was born to love, or
die for Love ; Sylvia, Myrtilla and a thoufand more
were all the fame to fuch a dull Infenfible; no,
"Sylvia, when you find I can return back to the
once left matrimonial Bed, defpife me, fcorn mé:
Swear (as then thou juftly may’tt) I love not Sylvia »
Let the hot Brute drudge on (he who is fired by
Nature, ‘not by Love, whom any Body’s Kifles
- - can

[
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can infpire) and eafe the neceffary Heats of Youth ;
Love is a nobler Fire, which nothing can allay
but the dear She that raifed it; no, no, my purer
Stream fhall never run back to the Fountain,whence
it is parted, nay it cannot, it were as poflible to
love again, where one has ceafed to love, as carry
. the Defire and Wifhes back; -by Heaven, to me °
there is nothing fo unnatural; no, Sylura, it is you
I muft poflefs, you have compleated my Undoing
now, and I muft die unlefs you give me all----
but oh, I am going from thee-—-when are welike
to meet---oh, how fhall I fupport sy abfent Hours !
Thought will deftroy me, for it will be all- on thee,
and thofe at fuch a Diftance will be infupportable.
---What fhall I do withoyt thee? If after all the
-"Toils of dull infipid Life I could return and lay
me down by thee, Herculeas Labours would be
foft and eafy----the harth Fatigues of War, the
dangereus lz'lu.rries'of Affairs of State, the. Bufinefs
and the Noife of Life, I could fupport with Plea-
fure, with wondrous Satisfaction, could treat Myr-
#ifla too with that Refpect, that generpus Care, as
would become a Hufband. I could be eafy every
where, and every one fhould be at Eafe with me;
now I fhall go and find no Sylvia there, but figh
and wander like an unknown Thing,on fome ftrange
foreign Shore ; I fhall grow peevith as a new
wean'd Child, no Toys, no Bauble of the gaudy"
World will pleafe my wayward Fancy: I fhall be
out of Humour, rail at every Thing, in Anger fhall
demand, and fullenly reply to every Queftion afked
and anfwered, and when I think to eaie my Soul by
a Retreat, . a thoufand foft Defires, a thoufand
Withes wreck me, pain me to raving, till beating
the fenfelefs Floor with my Feet---I cried aloud
—-My S8ylvia!---thus, thus, my charming Dear,
the poor Philander is employed when banifhed from
his Heaven! If thus it ufed to be when onl{ that
O : . F  bright
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bright Outfide was adored, judge now my Pain,
now thou haft made known a thoufand Graces
more-—oh, pity me-—for it is not in thy Power
to guefs what 1 fhall now endure in Abfence
of thee ; fer thou haft charmed my Seul to an
Excefs too mighty for 2 patient Suffering: Alas, 1
die already~--- ¢

I am yet at Dartlus his Farm, lingring on from
one fwift Minute to the other, and have not Power
to go; a theufand Looksall languithing I've caft
from Eyes aﬂdrown:dvx‘;:‘;!‘;mmxds
have fighed a thoufand Withes to my Angel, from
a fadb%&kmg Heart-—Lave will :e;ty let me
and Honour calls me-—alas, I muft awiy ; .
fhall we meet again? Ah, when my Sylvia ?—--Oh
charming Maid---thou’lt fee me fhertly dead, for
thus I cannot live; thou muft be mine, or I muf®
e no more---1 muft away—--farewel—-may-al the .
fofteft Joys of Heaven attend thee-—adieu—fuil’
not to fend a hundred Fimesa Day, if poffible;
Pve ordered Mexis to do nothing but waie for all'
that cemes, and poft away with what thou fendeft
to me---again adieu, think on me-—and i thew
calleft me to thee, imagine nothing upop Earth fo
wretched as Sylvia’s own -

PHILANDER,
Knoto, my dngel, that paffing through the Gavdem
#his Morning, Imet Eraflo---F foar me near

anough to know me, and will g1oe aw Meount of ity
lot me know what bappens—adion: batf dead, jufP
seking Hiofe 1o go from Sylvin,
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7 PHILANDER:

Written in a Leaf of a Taéle;Boak.

I Hare only Time to fay, on Thurfday I am de-
flined a Sacrifice to Foféario, which Day finithes

the Life of ) .
SYLVIA.

——

T SYLVIA,

| From Dorillus bis Farm.

. RAv'mg and mad at the News your Billet bronght
me, 1 (without confidering the Effefts that
would follow) am arrived at Bellfort ; 1 have yet
“# much Patience about me, to fuffer myfelf to
be concealed at Dvrillus his Cottage; but if I fee
thee not to Night, or find no Hopes of it---by
Heaven 'l fet Belifows all in a Flame but I will have
my Syfvia; be fure I'll do jt---What? To be mar-
ried---Sylvia to be married—-and given from Phi-
lender—-Oh, never think it, forfworn fair Crea-
ture—--What? Give Fefearjo that dear charming
? Shall he be grafped in thofe dear naked
Aravs ? 'Fafte all thy Kifles, prefs thy fnowy Breafts,
command thy Joys, and rifle all thy Heaven?  _
Furics and Hell environ me if he do-—Oh, 8ykia, |
faithlefs, perjured, charming Sykvia-—and canft ~
thou fuffer ic-—~Fear my Vows, ol fickle Angel--~
Hear me, thow faithlefs Ravither! That fatal
Moment chat the daring Prieff offers to. join
your Hands,. and give thee from me, 1 will fa-
crifice your Lover; by Heaven I will, before
the Altar, ftab him at your Feet; the holy
Place, nor the Numbess -that attend ye, mor all
. : _ F a3 your -
\!
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your Prayers nor Tears, fhall fave bis Heart; look
toit, and be not falfe---yet I’ll truft not thy Faith ;
no, fhe that can think but falfely, and fhe that can
fo eafily be perjured---for, but to fuffer it is fuch
- a Sin---fuch an undoing Sin---that thou art furely .
* damned! And yet, by Heaven, that is not all the
Ruin fhall attend thee; no, lovely Mifchief, no---
{ou thall not efcape till the Damnation Day; for
will rack- thee, torture thee and plague thee,
thofe few Hours I have to live, (if fpiteful Fate:
prevent my juft Revenge upon Fofcario) and whem
I am dead---as I fhall quickly be killed by thy Cry-
elty---know, thou fair Murtherer, I will haunt
thy Sight, be ever with thee, and furround thy
Bed, and fright thee from the Ravifher; fright all
thy loofé, Delights, and check thy Joys-—---Oh, I
am mad !---I cannot think that Thought, no, thou
fhalt never advance fo far in Wickegne(s, I will
fave thee, if I can---Oh, my adorable, why doft
thou torture me? How haft thou fworn fo often
and fo lond that Heaven I.am fure has heard thee,
and will puniifh thee? How didft thou fwear that |
bappy blefled Night, in which I faw thee laft,
* clafped in my Arms, weeping with eager Love,
with melting Softnefs on my Bofom---remember
how thou fwor'ft---oh, that dear Night,---let me
recover Strength---and then I will tell thee more—--
I muft repeat the Stor(y of that Night, which thou
perhaps (oh faithlefs ') haft forgot---that glorious
Night, when all the Heavens were gay, and every
favouring Power looked down anf fmiled upon
our Thefts of Love, that gloomy Night, the firft:
of all my Joys, the blefledeft of my Life--~+trem-
bling and fainting I approach your Chamber, and
while you met and grafped me at the Door, taking
my trembling Body in your Arms---remember how
I fainted at your Feet, and what dear Arts you
ufed to call me back to Life--~-Remember how
P X you
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you kiffed and prefled my Face---Remember what
-dear charming Words you fpoke-——-and- when I
did recover, how I afked you.with a feeble doubtful
Voice~<-Ah, Sylvia, will you ftill continue thus,
thus wondrous foft and fond? - Will you be ever .
mine, and ever true?---What did you then reply,

* when kneeling on the Carpet where I lay, what
Sylvia, did you vow? How invoke Heaven? How
call its Vengeance-down if ever you loved another

- Man again, if ever you touched or fmiled on any
other, if ever you fuffered Words or A&s of Love
but from Philander ? Both Heaven and Hell thou
didft awaken with thy Oaths, one was an angry
Liftener to what it knew thou’dft break, the other
laughed to know thou would'ft be perjured, while
only I, poor I, was all the while a filent fond Be~
Iiever; your Vows ftopped all my Language, as
“your Kil}'es did my Lips, your fwore and kiffed, and’

+ wowed and clafped my Neck---Oh charming Flat-
terer! Oh attful, dear Beguiler! Thus into Life,
-and Peace, and fond Security,. you' charmed my
willing’Soul ! It was then, my Sylvia, (certain
of your Heart, and that it never could be given
-away to any other)- I prefled my eager Joys, but
with fuch tender Caution---fuch Fear and Fond-
nefs, fuch an awful Paffion, as overcame your
faint Refiftance; my Reafons and my Arguments
were ftrong, for you were mine by Love, by fa-
-cred Vows, and who could lay.a better Claim to

'Sylvia? How oft I cried----Why this Refiftance,
Sylvia? My charming Dear, whofe are you? Not
Philander’s? And fhall Philander not command
his own---you muft---ah cruel---then a foft Strug-
gle followed, with half-breathed Words, with Sighs
and trembling Hearts, and now and then--;Ah
cruel and unreafonable---was foftly faid on both -
Sides; thus ftrove, thus argued--=till both lay pant-
ingin each others Arms, not with the Toil, but

. F3 Rap-
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Rapture; I need not fay what followed after this

~—what tender Showers of frange indearing

Mixtures *twixt Joy and Shame, ’twixt Love and

new Surprize, -and ever when 1. dried your Eyes

with Kiffes, unable to repeat any other Language

than---Oh my Sy/via/ Oh my charming Angel!

While Sighs of Joy, and clofe grafping thee-—

fpoke all the reft-—while every tender Word, and

every Sigh, was echoed back by thee;. you

prefled me----and you vowed you laved -me

more than ever yet you did; then fwore anéw,

and in my Bofom, hid your charming blufhing Face,

then with Excefs of Love wauld call on ﬁavea,

be Witnéfs, oh ye Powers (a. thoufand Times ye

cried) if ever Maid €’er loved like Syhvia---punifth

me ftrangely, oh eternal Powers, if ever I leave

Philander, if ever I ceafe to love him ; no Fosce,

no Art, not Intereft, Honour, Wealth, Conve-

nience, Duty, or what other neceflary Caufe--~
fhall ever be” of Force to make 'me leave thee—sm
" Thus haft thou fworn, oh charming, faithies Flat-
terer, thus betwixt each ravithing Minute thou

would'ft fwear---and I as faft believed---and loved

thee more---Haft thou forgot it all, oh fickle

Charmer, haft thou? Haft thou forgot between

cach awful Ceremony of Love,  how you cried

out, Farewel the World and mortal Cares, give

me Philander, Heaven, I afk no more-+-Haft thou

forgot all this? Did all the live-long Night hear

any other Sound but thofe our mutual Vows, of

Invocations, broken Sighs,and foft and trembling

‘Whifpers? Say, had we any other Bufinefs for the

tender Hours? Oh, all ye Hoft of Heaven, ye Stars

tthat-fhone, and all ye lZowers the faithlefs lovely
Majd has fworn by, be Witnefs how fhe is perjur’d ;

revenge it all, ye injured Powers, -revenge it,

fince by it fhe has undone the faithfulleft Youth,

afid broke the tendereft . Heart---that ever fell a

’ ’ Sa-
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Sacrifice to Love; and all ye little weeping Gods
of Love, revenge your murthered Victim---your

_PHILANDER.

-

T PHILANDER.

- Inthe Leaves of a Table-Beok.
O H, my Philandsr, how dearly welcome, and -
how needlefs were thy kind Reproaches!
* Which I will not endeavour to convince by Argu-
ment, but fuch a Deed as thall at once fecure thy.
. Fears now and for the future. I have nota Mi-
nute to write in; place, my dear Philander, your
. Chariot in St. Vincent's Wood, and fince I am
not able to fix the Hour of my Flight, let it wait
there my Coming; it is but a little Mile from Bell-
fomt, Dorillus is fufpeéted there, remove thufelf
to the High-way-Gate Cottage---there I'll cafl on
thee-—-"twas lucky, that thy Fears, or Love, or
Jealoufy brought thee fo near me, fince I’d refolv’d
before upon my Flight. Parents and Hohour, In-
“tereft and Fame, farewel---I leave you all to follow
my Philander---Hafte the Chariot to the thickeft
. Part of the Wood, for I am impatient to be gonc,
and fhall take the firft Opportunity to fly to my
Philander---Oh, love me, love me, love me! =

< Under Pretence of reaching tbe]cﬁ'mirz which fhades
my Window, I unperceived let down and receive what
Letters you fend by the haneft Weeder; by her fend
your Senfe of my Flight, or vather your Direction, for
7 13 refolved already.

F 4 : T



S e~
128 Love-Letters. Part I.

)

T SYL VIA,

My lovely Angel, ' ,

S O careful I will be of this dear mighty Secret,
that I will only fay, Sylvia fhall be obeyed;
<no more---nay, I'll not dare to think of it, left in
my Rapture I fhould name my Joy aloud, and
bufy - Winds fhould bear it to fome. officious Lift<
mer, and undo me ; no more, no more, my Sylvia,Ex-
tremes of Joy (as Grief) are ever dumb: Let it
fuffice, this Eleﬁing which you ‘proffer I had de-
figned to afk, as foon as you’d convinced me of
your Faith; yes, Sylvia, -{had afked it though it
was a Bounty too great for any Mortal to con-
ceive Heaven fhould beftow upon him; but if it
 do, that very Moment I'll refign the World, and
- barter all for Love and charming Sylvia. Hafte,
hafte, my Life; my Arms, my Bofom and my
Soul are.open to receive the lovely Fugitive; hafte,
for this Moment I am going to plant myf¢lf where

you dire&ed. Adieu. :

7o PHILANDER.
After ber Flight.

A H, Pbilander, how have you undone a harmlefs
poor Unfortunate? Alas, where are ~you?
W hy would you thus abandon me? Is this the Soul,
the Bofom, thefe the Arms that thould receive me?
- Pll not ujbraid thee with my Love, or charge thee
with my Undoing; it was all my own, ard were
it yet t0 do, I thould again be ruined for Philander,
and neyer find Repentance, no not fora Thought,
a Word or Deed of Love, to the dear falfe I‘g or-
: : fworn ;
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fworn,; but I can-die, yes, hopelefs, frizndlefs--~

* left by all, evenby Philander---all but Refolution .-

has abandoried me, and that can lay me down,
whenever I pleafé, 'in fafe Repofe and Peace: But
_oh, thou art not falfe, or if thou bc’ft, oh,-let me
.hear it from thy Mouth, fee thy repented Love,
that I may know there is no fuch Thing on Earth,
as Faith, as Honefty, as Love or Truth; however, .
be thou true, or be thou falfe, be bold and let me
know it, for thus to doubt is Torture worfe thanm .
Death. What Accident, thou dear, dear Man, has
happened to prevent thee from purfuing my Dire-
_&ions, and ftaying for me at the Gate? Where
- have I miffed thee, thou Joy of my Soul? By what
dire Miftake have I Ioft thee? And where, oh,
where art'thou, my charming Lover? I fought
thee every where, but like the languithing aban-
doned Miftrefs in the Canticles 1 fought thee, but
I found thee not, no Bed of Rofes would dif-
.cover thée: I faw no Print of thy dear Shape,
nor heard no amorous Sigh that could dire® me
_==-1 afk the Wood and Springs, complained and
called on thee through all the Groves, but they °
confefled thee not;” nothing but Echo’s anfwered
me, and when 1 eried Philander---cried---Philander ;
-thus fearched I till the coming Night, and my in- .
creafing Fears made me refolve for Flight, which
.foon we did, and foon arrived at Paris, but whither.
then to go, Heaven knows, I could not tell, for
I was almoft naked, friendlefs and- forlorn; at-
laft,confulting Brilliard what to do, after a thoufand
Révolutions, -he coneluded to truft me with a
-Sifter he had, who was married to a Guidon of the
Guard. de Corps, he changed my Name, and made
me pafs for a Fortune he had.{z)len; but oh, no
Welcomes, nor my fafe Retreat were fufficient to
repofe me all the enfuing Night, for I had no News
of Philander,, no, not a Dream informed me; a
Fs thoufand:

\ \
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_thoufand Fears and Jealoufies have kept me wakin g
and Brilliard, who has been all Night in Purfuit
of thee, is now returned fuccefslefs and diftraéted
as thy Sylvia, for Duty and Generofity have almoft
the fame Effels.in him, with Love and Tenderaefs
and Jealoufy in me; and fince Paris affords no
News of thee, (which fure it would if thou wert
in it, for oh, the Sun might hide himfelf with as
much Eafe as great Philander) he is refolved to
fearch St. Vincent’'s Wood, and all the adjacent Cot-
tages and Groves; he thinks that you, not knowing-

of my Efcape, may yet be waiting thereabouts;

fince quitting the Chariot for Fear of being feen,
you might be o far advanced into the Wood, as not
to find the Way back to the Thicket where the
Chariét waited: It is thus he feeds my Hope, and
flatters my poor Heart, that fain would think thee
true---or if thou be’ft not---but curfed be all fuch
Thoughts, and far from Sylvia’s Soul 5 no, no,
thou art not falfe, it cannot be, thou art 2 God,
and art unchangeable: I.know, by fome Miftake,
thou art attending me, as wild and impatient as
I; perhaps thou thinkeft me falfe, and thinkeft I
have not Courage to purfue-my Love, and fly ;
and, thou perhaps art waiting for the Hour wherein
thou thinkeft I will give myfelf away to Fofeario :
Oh cruel and unkind! To think I loved fo lightly,
to'think I would attend that fatal Hour; no, Phi-
lander, no faithlefs, dear Enchanter: Laft Night,
the Eve to my intended Wedding-Day; having
repofed my Soul by my Refolves- for Fhght, and
only waiting the lucky Minute for Efcape, I feta-
willing Hand to every Thing that was preparing
for the Ceremony of the enfuing Morning ; with
that Pretence I got e early to my Chamber, tried
on a ‘thoufand Drefles, and afked a thoufand
Quettions, all impertinent, which would do beft,
which Jooked moft gay and rich, then dreft my
Gown
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Gown with Jewels, decked my Apartment up,
and left nothing undone that might fecure ’em bath

_ of my being pleafed, and of my Stay; nay, and

L
v

to give the lefs Sufpicion, I undrefled myfelf
even to my Under-Petticoat and Nigh-Gown; [
would not take a Jewel, not a Piftole, but left
my Women finithing my Work, and carelefly,
and thus undreffed, walked towards the Garden,
and while every one was bufy in their Office,
getting myfelf out of -Sight, [ pofted over the Mea-

dow to the Wood as fwift as Daphre from the

God of Day, "till I arrived moft luckily where I
found the Chariot waiting ; attended by Brilliard;
of whom, when [ (all fainting and breathlefs with
my fwift Flight) demanded his Lord, he lifted me
into the Chariot, and cried, a little farther,
Madam, you will find him ; for he, for Fear of
making a Difcovery, took yonder fhaded Path--~ -
towards which we went, {)ut no dear Vifion of
my Love appeared---And thus, my chafming Lover,
yeu have my kind Adventure; fend me fome Ti«
dings back that you are found, that you are well,
and laftly, that you are mine, or this, that {hould
have been my Wedding-Day, will fee itfelf that
of the Death of

’ © SYLVIA

Paris, Thurfday, from my Bed, for Want of Chaths,
7 rather News from Philander:

-

90 SYLVIA.

MY Life, my Sylvia, my eternal Joy, art thon
then fafe!” And art thou referved for Philander ?
Am [ fo bleft by Heaven, by Love, and my dear
charming Maid? Then let me die in Peace, fince
1 have lived to fee all that my Soul defires in Sy/vra’s
being mine; perplex not gliy go& Heart with Fears
’ or
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‘or Jealoufies, nor think fo bafely, fo poorly of
my Love, to need more Qaths or Vows; yet to
confirm thee, I would fwear my Breath away;
but oh, it needs not here ;---take then no Care,
my lovely Dear, turn not thy charming Eyes or
Thoughts on afli&ing Obje&ts; oh think not on
what thou haft abandoned, but what thou art arriv’d
to; look forward on the Joys of Love and Youth,
for 1 will dedicate all'my remaining Life to ren-
der thine ferene and glad ; and yet, my Sylvia,
thou art {o dear to me, fo wondrous precious to
my Soul, that in my Extravagance of Love, I
fear I fhall grow a troublefome and wearying
- Coxcomb, fhall dread every Look thou giveft away
from me--a Smile will make me rave, a Sigh or
‘Touch make me commit a Murther on the happy
Slave, or myown jealous Heart, but all the World
befides is Sylvia’s, all but another Lover ;+ but I
_rave and run too faft away; Ages muft pafs a
tedious Term of Years before I can be jealous,
or conceive thou can’ft be weary of Philander-g-
T will be fo fond, fo doting, and fo playing, thou
fhalt not have an idle Minute to throw away a
Look in, ora Thought on any other; no, no, I
have thee now, and will maintain my Right by
Dint and Ferce of Love--Oh, I am wild to fee thee
---but, Sylvia, 1 am wounded---do not be frighted
though, “for it is not much or dangerous, but very
troublefome, fince it permits me not to fly to Sy/-
wr1, but the rhuft come to me in order to it. Br:l-
. liard has a Bill on my. Goldfmith in Paris for a
thoufand Piftoles to buy thee fomething to put on ;
. any Thing that is ready, and he will condué& thee
to me, for I fhall rave myfelf. into a. Fever if I
fee thee not to. Day--~I cangot live without thee
now, for thou art my Life, my everlafting Charmer ;
I have ordered Brilliard to get a Chariot and fome .
unknown Livery for thee, and I think the Con-
tinuance
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tinuance of pafling for what he his already rendered
thee will do very well, till I have taken farther
Care of thy dear Safety, which will be as foon as
I am able to rife; for moft unfortunately, my
dear Sylvia, quitting the Chariot in the Thicket
for Fear of being feen with it, and walking down

" a fhaded Path that fuited with the Melancholy and

Fears of Unfuccefs in thy Adventure; I wentfo

far, as ere I could return to the Place where I

left the Chariot, it was gone-—it feems with thee ;

. I'’know not how you miffed me---but pofleffed my-
felf with a thoufand falfe Fears, fometimes that
in thy Flight thou mighteft be purfued and over-
taken, feized in the Chariot and returned back to
Belifont; or that the Chariot was found feized
on upon Sufpicion, though the Coachman and
Brilliard were difguifed paft Knowledge----or if
thou wert gone, alas, I knew not whither; but
that was a Thought my Doubts and Fears would
not fuffer me to eafe my Soul with; no, I (as
jealous Lovers do) imagined the moft tormenting
Things for my own Repofe. Iimagined the Chariot
taken, or at leaft fo difcovered, as to be forced
away withoutthee : 1 imagined that thou wert
falfe---Heaven forgive me, falfe, my Sylvia, and
hadft changed thy Mind; mad with this Thought
(which I fancied moft reafonable, and fixt it in
my Soul) I raved about the Wood, making a
thoufand Vows to be revenged on all; in order to
it I left the Thicket, and betook myfelf to the-
high Road of the Wood, where I laid me down
among the Fern, clofe hid, with Sword ready,
waiting for the happy Bridegroom, who I knew (it
being the Wedding Eve) would that Way pafs that
Evening ; pleafed with Revenge,which now had got

. even the Place of Love, I waited there not above a lit-
tte Hour but heard the trampling of a Horfe, and
Yooking up with mighty Joy, I found it Fofcar:ia’s 3

. one
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alone he was, and unattended, -for he'd entfiripped
his Equipage, and with a Lover’s Hafte, and full
of Joy, Wwas making towards Belfont; but I (new
fired with Rage) leaped from my Cover, cried,
Stay, Fofeario, ere you arrive to Syhwia, we muft
adjuft an odd Account between us---at which he
flopping, as nimbly alighted ;—in fine, we fought,
and many Wounds were given and received on
both Sides, till his People coming up, partedus,
juft as we were fainting with Lofs of Bloed in
each others Arms ; his Coach and Chariot were
amongft his Equipage; into the firft his Servants
lifted him, when he cried out with a feeble Voice,
to have me, who now lay bleeding on the Ground,

put into the Chariot, and to be fafely conveyed .

where-ever I commanded, and fo in Hafte
drove him towards Bellfont, and me, who was
refolved not to ftir far from it, to a Village within
& Mile of it; from whence I fent to Paris for a
“Burgeon, and difmiffed the Chariot, ordering, in
the Hearing of the Coachman, a Litter to be brought
me immediately, to convey me that Night to
Paris; but the Surgeon coming, found it not fafe
for me to-be removed, and 1 am now willing to
live, fince Sykvia is mine; hafte to me then, my
lovely Maid, and fear not being difcovered, for I
have given Order here in the Cabaret where I am,
if any Enquiry is made after me, to fay, I went
laft Night to Paris. Hafte, my Love, hafte to my
Armd; as fecble as they are, they’ll grafp thee a
dear Welcome: I will fay no moke, nor preferibe
Rules'to thy Love, that can inform thee beft what
thou muft do to fave the Life of thy moft paffio-
nate Adorer, .

- ~ PHILANDER.
. -

'
— e o .
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7o PHILANDER.

§ Have fent Briliard o fee if the Coatt be diear,

that we may come with Safety ; he brings you,
inftead of Sykuia, a young Cavalier that will be
altogether as welcome to Philander, and who im-
patiently waits his Return at a litde Cottage at the
End of the Village. -

7o SYL VIA.

From the Baftill,

I Know n&Syl'uia expeCted me at Home with

her at Dinner to Day, and wonders how I
«could live. fo long as fince Morning without the
eternal Joy of nry Soul; butknow, my Sykia,
that a trivial Misfortune is now fallen upon me,
which in the Midft of all our Heaven of Joys, our
fofteft Hours of Life, has fo often changed thy
Smiles into Fears and Sighings, and ruffied thy
calm Soul with Cares: Nor let it now feem
ftrange or affli@ting, fince every Day for thtfe
three Months we ‘have been alarmed with new
Fears that have made thee uneafy even in Philan-
der’s Arms ; we knew fomeT'ime or other the Storm
would fall on us, though we had for three happy
Months fheltered ourfelves from its threatening
Rage; but Love, I hope, has armed us both; for
me---let me be deprived of all Joys, (but thofe my
Charmer ¢an difpenfe) all the falfe World’s Re-
fpe&, the dull Efteem of Fools and formgl Cox-
combs, the grave Advice of the cenforious Wife,
‘the kind Opinion of ill-judging Women, no Mat-

ter, fo my Syfvia remain but mine, 1
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1 am, my Sylvia, arrefted at the Suit of Monfreur
the Count your Father'for a Rape on my lovely
Maid:..I defire, my Soul; you will immediately:
take Coach and go to the Prince Cefario, and he
will bail me out. I fear not a fair Trial ; and,
Sylvia, Thefts of mutual Love were never counted
Felony; I may die for Love, my Sylvia, but not
for Loving---go, hafte, my Sylvra, thatI may be
no longer detained from the folid Pleafure and Bu-
finefs of my Soul---hafte, my loved Dear---hafte
and relieve. ; PHILANDER.

Come not to me, left there fbould be an Order to de~

tain my Dear.

7 PHILANDE R,

I Am not at all furprized, my Philander, at the
Accident that has befallen thee, becaufe fo long

'expe&ed, .and Love has fo well fortified my

‘Heart, that I fupport our Misfortune with a Cou-

- rage worthy of her that loves and is beloved E‘{

the glorious Philander ; 1 am armed for the wo

- that-can befal me, and that is my being rendered

a publick Shame, who have been fo in the private
‘Whifpers of all the Court for near thefe” happy
three Months, iirwhich I have had the wondrous’
Satisfaltion of being retired from the World with
the charming Philander ; my Father too knew it
long fince, at leaft he could not hinder himfelf -
from gueﬁin‘% ity though his fond Indulgence fuf-
fered his Juftice and his Anger to fleep, and pof-
fibly had ftill flept, had not Artilla’s Spight and
Rage (I fhould fay juft Refentment, but I cannot)
rouzed up his droufy Vengeance: I know fhe has
plied him with her {oftening Eloquence, her Pray-
ers and Tears, to win him to confent to make a
publick Bufinefs of it; but I am entered, Love has
. E armed.




Part I. Love-Letters. 137
- armed my. Soul, and I'll purfue my Fortune with
that Height of Fortitude as fhall furprize the World ;
yes, Philander, fince I have loft my Honour, Fame
and Friends, my Intereft and my Parents, and all
for mightier Love, I'll flop at nothing now; if
there be any Hazards more to run, I will thank the
fpiteful Fates that bring them on, and will even
tire them out with my unwearied Paffion. Love
on, Philander, if thou dareft, like me; let ’em pur-
fue me with their Hateand Vengeance, let Prifons,
Poverty and Tortures feize me, it fhall not take
one Grain of Love away from my refolved Heart,
nor make me fhed a Tear of Penitence for loving
thee; no, Pbilander, fince I know what a ravith-
ing Pleafure it is to live thine, I will never quit the
‘Glory-of dying alfo thy - SYLVIA

Cefario, my Dear, is coming to be your Bail;
with Monfieur the Count of---1 dic to j{c you -after
your Suffering for Sylvia. : :

v

o SYLVIA..

BEliev;e me, charming Sylvia, 1 live not thofe
" Hours I am abfent from thee, thou art my Life,
my Soul, and my eternal Felicity ;. while you bes
lieve this Truth, my Sylvia, you will not enter-
tain a thoufand Fears, if kbut ftay a Moment beyond
my appointed Hour; efpecially when Philander,
who is not able to fuppert the Thought that any
Thing thould afli& his lovely Baby,takes Care from
Hour to Hour to fatisfy her tender doubting Heart.
My Deareft, I am gone into the Cité to my Ad-
vocate’s, my Trial with Monfieur the Count, your
Father; coming on to Morrow, and it will be at
leaft two tedious Hours ere I can bring my Ador-
able her ‘ PHILANDER.,

o
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o SYL VIA.

’ I Was calledon, my deareft Child, at my Ad-
vocate’s by Cefario; there is fome great Bufinefs
this Evening debated in the Cabal, which is at
Mbinfeur-=-in the City ; Cefario telks me there is a
* very diligent Search made by Monfieur the Count,
i’our/}‘ather,'for my Sylvia; 1die if you are taken,
eft the Fright fhould hurt thee;; if pofible, T would
have thee remove this Evening from thofe Lodgings,
left the People, who are of the Royal Party, fhould
be induced thro” Malice or Gain to difcover thee;
{ dare not come myfelf to wait on thée, left my
“being feen fhould betray thee, but I have fent
Brilliard (whofe Zeal for thee fhall be rewarded
ta conduét thee to a-little Houfe in the Fauxburg
8. Germams, where lives a pretty Woman, and
Miftrefs to Chevalier Tomafo, called Belinda, 2 Wo-
.man of Wit, and difcreet enough to underftand
what ought to be paid to a Maid of the Quality and
Chara&ter of Sylvia; fhe already knows the Stories
of our Loves; thither I'll come to thee, and brin
Cefario to Supper, as foon as the Cahal breaks up.
. Oh, my Sytvia, 1 thall one Day recompenfe all th
Goodnesfs, all thy Bravery, thy Love and thy Suf-
- fering for thy eternal Lover and Slave,
. : PHILANDER.

9 PHILANDER.

- SO hafty T was ta obey Philinder’s Commands,
™ that by the unwearied Care-and Induftry of the
faithful Brilliard, 1 went before three 0’Clock dif-
guifed away to the Place whither you ordered us,
and was well reccived by the very pretty young
Woman of the Houfe, who has Senfe and Breed-
ing as well as Beauty : But oh, Philander, this

e o . : Flight

¢
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Flight plenfes me not; alas, What hawe I done?
my Fault isoaly Love, and that fure 1 fhould

. hoaft, 2s the moft divine Paflion of the Soul; no,

po, Philander, it is not my Love’s the. Criminaly
no, not the placing it on Philander the Crime,
but it js thy meoft unhappy Circumftances, thy being

_ sarried, and that was no Crime to Heaven till

 Man made Laws, and can Laws reach to Dam-

1

pation? Iffo, curfe on the fatal Hour that thoa
west married, curfe on the Prieft that joined yeo
and curft be all that did contribute to the undoing
Ceremony--+—except . Philander’s Tongue, that
anfwered Yes~~—Oh, Heavens ! Was shere but-one

. slear Man of all your whole Creation that could

charm the Boul of Sylvia/ And could ye---ob,ye
wife all-feeing Powers that knew my Soul, could
ye give himaway? How had my Innoceace offend-
ed ye? Qur Hearts you.did create for mutual
Love, How camethe dige Miftake ? Anwther would
have pleafed the indifferent Myrtilla’s Soul 2 well,
Hut mine was fitted for no other Man; only Phi
lander, the adored Philander, with that dear ¥orm,
¢hat Shape. that charming Face, that Hair, thofe
Jovely {peaking Eyes, that wounding Softnefs in
his tender Voice, had Power to conquer Sylvias
And can this be 2 Sin? Oh, Heavens, can it? Mutt
Laws, which Man contrived for mere Conveni
ency, have Power to altér the diviae Decrees: at
-our Creation ?---Perhaps they argue to Morrow at

. the Bar, that Myrtilla was ordained bg Heaven for
1

Philander; no, no, he miftook the Sifter, it was
pretty acar he came, but by a’ fatal Error was mi~
dtaken; his halty Youth made him too negligently
ftop before his Time at the wrong Woman, he
dhould have gazed a little farther on--and then it
had been Sytvia’s . Lot---It is fine Divinity they
seach, that cry Marriages are made in Heayen--+
Folly and Madnefs growa into grave C.ui{l’:cmt!1 ;

. . ou

’
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- fhould-an unheedy Youth in Heat" of Blood take
" up with the firft convenient She that offers, though

he be an Heir to fome grave Politician, great and

#ich, and She the Outcaft of the common Stews,

coupled in Height of Wine, and fudden Luft,

which once allayed, and that the fober Morning
wakes him to fee his Error, he quits with Shame
the Jilt, and owns no more the %olly 3 fhall this
be called a heavenly Conjun&ion? Were I in
-Height of Youth, as now I am, forced by my Pa<
rents, obliged by Intereft and Honour, to marry
the old, deformed, difeafed, decrepid Count An-

thonio, whofe Perfon, Qualities and Principles I

loath, and rather than fuffer him to confummate

his Nuptials, fuppofe I fhould (as fure I thould)
kill myfelf, it were Blafphemy to lay this fatal

Marriage to Heaven’s Charge--Curfe on yotr Non-

fenfe, ye impofing Gownmen, curfe on your holy

Cant; you may as well call Rapes and Murthers,

Treafon and Robbery, the A&s of Heaven; be-
. caufe Heaven fuffers them to be committed, Is it

Heaven’s Pleafure therefore, Heaven’s Decree ? A

Trick, a wife Device of Priefts, no more-—to
- make the naufeated, tired-out Pair drag on the

careful Bufinefs of Life, drudge for the dull-got

Family with greater Satisfaltion, becaufe they are

taught to think Marriage was made in Heaven ;

a mighty Comfort that, when all the Joys of Life

are loft by it: Were it not nobler far that Honour
kept him juft, and that Good-nature made him
reafonable Provifion? Daily Experience proves to
us, no Couple live with lefs Content, lefs Eafe,
than thofe-who cry Heaven joins? Who is it loves
lefs than thofe that marry?! And where Loveis
" not, there is Hate and Loathing at beft,- Difguft,
Difquiet, -Noife and Repentance: No, Philander,
that’s a heavenly Match whén two Souls touched
with equal Paflion meet, (which is but rarely fe}e}n)
L --=when
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—when willing Vows, with ferious Confidera-
tions, are weighed and made, when a true View is
.taken of the Soul, when. no bafe Intereft makes
the hafty Bargain, when no Conveniency or De-
fign,'or Drudge, or Slave, fhall find it neceffary,
when equal' Judgments meet that can efteem the
‘Bleflings they poffefs, and diftinguifh the Good of
either’s Love, and fet' a’ Value on each other’s
Merits, and where both ‘underftand to take and
pay; who find the Beauty of each other’s Minds,
and rate them as they ought; whom not a formal
Ceremony binds, (with which I’ve nought to do,
but dully give a cold confenting Affirmative) but
.well confidered Vows from foft' inclining Hearts,
uttered with Love, with Joy, with dear Delight,
when Heaven is called to witnefs; the is thy Wife,
Philander he is my Hufband; this is the Match,
this Heaven defigns and means; how then, oh how
came Iito mifs Philander? Or heis -

- SYLVIA

Since I writ this, which I defigned not an Irve-
&ive againft Marriage, when 1 began, but to in-
form thee of my being where you direfled; but fince
Twrite this, 1 fay, the Houfe where Iam is broken

en with Warrants and Officers for me, but being
all undreffed and ill, the Officer bas taken my Word
for my Appearance to Morrow';- it feims they faw
me when I went {rom my Lodgings, and purfued mes
hafle to me, for 1fball need your Counfel.

d» SYLVIA.

M Y eternal Joy, my Affli¢tion is inexpreflible
at the News you fend me of your being fur-
prized; I am not able to wait on thee yet---not
being fuffered to leave the Cabal, 1 only borrow
this %Jinute ‘to tell thee -the Senfe of my Advocate
. . in

e '’
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in this Cafe; which was, if thou fhould be taken,
there was no Way, no Law to fave thee from being
raviflied from my- Asms, but that of marrying thee
td fome Body whom I can truft; this we have
often difcourfed, and thou haft often vowed thou’It
da any Thing rather than kill me with.a Separav
tion; refolve then, oh thou Charmer of m‘r Soul,
to do a Deed, that h the Name would fright
thee, only can preferve thee and me; it is——
and though it have no other Terror init than the

Name, | faint to fpeak it-—to marry, Splvia;

thou muft marry; though thou art mine as fait as
Heaven can make us, yet thou mufl marry;. I have
pitched upon the Property, it is Brilliard, him ¥
can only truft in this Affair; itis but joining Hands
~—ne-more,. my Sylviay---Brilkiard is a Gentlemany
though a Cadet, and may be fuppofed to pretend ta
fo grcat a Mappinefs, and whofe only Crime is -
Want of Fortune; heis handéame too, well made,,
well bred, and fo much real Efteem he has for
me, and I have {o obliged him, that I .am eonfident
he will pretend no farther than to the Honour of
owning thee in Court; I'll time him from it, nay,
lie #tares not do it, I will truft him with my Life---
but oh, Sylvia is more—-think of it, and this Night _
we will perform it, there being no gther Way to

Keep Sylvig eternally =~
eP g B . PYIIL_JNDER’ o

ey

-

. To SYLVTIA.
N OW, my adorable Sylvie, you have truly need
¥ of al} shet hervick 'Bravery of ‘Mind I ever
thought thee Miftres of; fer Syfuig, coming frem-
thee this Morning, and riding full Speed for Parssy-
1. was met, flopt,. and feized for High-Treafon by

the King's Meflongers, and poffily may. fall 2 Sa--
. I

crifice

v
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crifice to the Anger of an incenfed Monarch.: My
Sylvia, bear this laft Shock of Fate with a Courage
worthy thy great and glorious Soul; ’tis but a I~
tle Separation, Syksa, and we fhall one Day meet
again ; by Heaven,I find no other Sting in Death but
parting with my Syliiz, and every Parting would
have been tie fame ; I might have died by thy Dif~
dain, thou might’ft have grawn weary of thy Phiv
lander, have loved another, and have broke

Vows, and tortured me to Death thefe crueller
“Ways: But Fate is kinder to me, and I go bleft
with my Sylia’s Love, for which Heaven may
do much, for her dear Sake, to recompenfe het
Faith, a2 Maid fo immocent and true to facred
Love; expet the beft, mry lovely Dear, the worfé
hals‘g’is Comfort in it, that} lhal{die my charming

s .
¥ PHFLANDER,

79 PHILANDER.

L qnly fay, thou dear. Supporter of nry Soul,
that if Zbilander dies, he fhall not ﬁo to Heavenr
without his Syfvia-:-by Heaven and Earth I fwear -
it, I cannot live without thee, nor fhalt thon die

Tidous ey SYLVIA,

7% SYLVIA.

SEE, fee my adorable Angel, what Care the
Powers above take of Divine Innocence, true
Love and Beauty ; oh;- fee what they have done
for their darling Sylvia; could they do lefs? -
Kuoow, EearMaid, that after being examined
. befere the King, I was found guilty enough to be
coms
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.committed to the Baflile, (from whence, if I had
gone, I had never returned, but to my Death;)
but the Meffenger, into whofe Hands 1 was com-
mitted, refufing other Guards, being aloné with
me in my own Coach, I refolved to kill, if I could
no other Way oblige him to favour my Efcape; I
tried with Gold before I fhewed my Dagger, and
that prevailed, a Way lefs criminal, and I have
taken San&uary in a fmall Cottage near the Sea-
fhore, where I wait for Sylvia; and tho’ my Life
depend upon my Flight, nay, more, the Life of
Sylvia, 1 cannot go without her; drefs yourfelf
then, my deareft, in your Boy’s Cloaths, and hafte
with Brilliard, whither this Seaman will condu&
thee, whom I have hired to fet us on fome Shore
of Safety; bring what News gou can learn of
Cefario ; 1 would not have him die poorly after all
his mighty Hopes, nor be conduéted to a Scaffold
with Shouts of Joy, by that uncertain Beaft the
Rabble, ‘who ufed to ftop his Chariot-wheels with.
fickle Adorations whenever he looked Abroad-—--
by Heaven, 1 pitzrhim; but Sykid’s Prefence will
chafe away all ‘Thoughts, but thofe of Loye,
from .

PHILANDER.

I need not. bid \ -

The End of the firf} Part.
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T O
Lemuer KincpoN, Efg;

SIR,

Beg you will give me Leave 1o exprefs

my Gratitude, in fome Moeafure, for

the Faveurs I bave received of you,

and to make an Acknowledgment where

I cannot pay a Debt. It is only what

wzs bong wﬁm deéigned you, when

ly it might bave fo omething a better Wel~
%b’y & _iug.bMItgfm&Ga: thex it muft bave
dane) @ Viypage to bave kiffed your Hands, and
might perbaps then have comtributed in fome fmall
Degree to your Diverfion, in a Place where there
is found fo listle.-—~In ovder to ity I fent you the Firf
Part by ong of your Officers, of which this is a
Continuation. ~But being obliged 10 lay it by for
other more maserial Bufinefs, it bas had the Mif-
Jartune not to appreach yeu till mw, and to which
Honour it has nothing to intitle it, but that of
bearing your Name before it, which will put a Va-
Jus upen it to the World, And fince I never was
of @ Nature to hoard any Good to my peculiar Ule,
#t is. with great Savisfaction I amy by this fbort Cha-
- ‘ G © rolter



The Epiftle Dedicatory.
raller of you, diflributing a Bleffing to that Part

of Mankind who have not that of knowing you.
or there is an unfpeakable Power and Pleafure in
oblizing; amd it is a Pain to the good-natured to
conceal any Thing, wE;/E Communication may gra-
tify the World, and I am uneafy when a good
an is not as well underflood by every Body as by

m fey‘ 5 and I boafi that Honour bhere, with more
/amty than of any other Happinefs. Though I
knqw 1 fball be cenfured by your Lovers, for [aying
Jo little where fo much fs due: But [ince I write
to ihe .Number that do not know you, rather thax
thofe that do, this will at leafi fuffice to Jhew bow
fine a Thing Man can be, fo qualified and [et out
by Nature for eternal Efieem. For, Sir, there is
in you_ fomething, befides the common Virtues of
your: Sex, fo engaging, [ome Art in Nature fo pe-
culiar to yourfelf, fo" infinuating into the Soul, that
there is not found any Thing fo dull in Human-kind,
-as not to love, honour, and wvalue you: Nor is that
Man born that is your Enemy, no not even amongft
thofe Phanatical Difpofitions, whefe Principles and
Opinions are fo difiant from tbz;}/e boneft and  gene-
‘rous ones of yours; at leafi they love the Mo,
though they rarl at bis Notions, - efleem the Perfon
though they abominate the Loyalif ; nor can I re-
Slect on_the Excellenty of your Temper, but I think
you born to put the tll-natured World into good Hu-
mour. You are always eafy without Affellation,
merry  without Fxtravagance, generous, liberal,
and good without Vanity, ' fedate and even without
Confiraint, chearful and calm as Innocence, though
the World :flom and yeel with. mad Confufion,
Sl from the Serenity of your Looks we read
the fair Weather in your Mind, which Times
. or Seafons can never difcompofe, while all goes
well with your King and Country. You.  have
& Greatnefs of Souly which it feems as ift Fate durft
: - not
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not opprefs;-and he who is fo truly magnificent vith-
#n, meeds not trouble the World for Elbow-room ; and
who is ambitious of more than you poffefs, does but pur-
chafe an empty Name at the Expence of his Repofe and
Serfe, and leffens his Glory by equalling it to a Ti-
tle. The Sun at Noon is no Wonder, but to fee as great
an Illumination in a Star, though of the firft Magni-
tude, we gaze at with Admiration. Title (that Tri-
Sfle which you can command when you pleafe, and
which it is far greater to merit than to wrear,) [ferves
rather to render Vice more apparent, than to elevate
the Virtues. Heaven bas made you more truly happy,
and has fet no Bleffing at too vaft a Difiance for your
Reach; but has fubdued even all your IWifhes to your
Power, and left you almft nothing to afk; having fuited
your Fame and Fortune to the Greatnefs of your Mind.

How foon, at the Choice of the mof? gloricus Senate
that ever bleffed the Land, was your valued Name
Jnatched by every glad and giving V;via, and made the
Moufick of the bappy Day, when black Exclufions were-
Juftly damned from the Field, and only fuch untainted
Supporters of the Royal Caufe thought worthy to bear a
Part in éa glorious a Concern, as Giving Cefar his
Due.: Here, Sir, you appeared in your proper Sphere,
difperfing that darling Virtue of your Soul, lavifbly giv-
ing, gemeronfly difpofing and dealing out according t
" your mighty Mind, and had the Glory even of obliging a
Monarch, than which nothing could be a greater Sa-
tisfaction to you. But, Siry you do all Things with a
perfect good Grace, and even Bufinefs, that Toil of
Lsfe, you render foft and eafy, and as if you alone was
éreated to manage the Concerns of the Worldy you make
Bufinefs your Pleafure and Diverfion, and laugh at
thofe that fatigue themfelves with mighty Affairs, and
who affume, like Trinkilo, a dull Gravity, to be
efteemed great, wife, and bufy, while you difcover only
the beft and nobleft Part of Bujmg, the Effelts of it 5

C- 3

the
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the reft, the Gentleman [o handfomly comceals, we per-
m’wj': no more than Flé;y I;Ia{;;:’ tobich i:f/}iﬂ
atted in the Shades and Silemce of the Night, sben
Mortals are aflecy, and win find all foir and dean in
the Morning, but cannvt guefs at the invifitde Hand
that did it. I om fo good a Sxbjest, that I wifh all
bis Majefly's Work done by fuch Homdsy, Heads and
Hearis, fo effecsual and fo faithful; and then we foall
fear ne more Rebellims, but every Mon foall bajk fo-
curely under bis own Fine, that bas one---For my Part,
I bave only efcaped fisaing by the Rebols, to flarve more
Jecurely in my own native Province of Poctry, though
I am as well pleafed @t aser late Victory, amd the grow-
ing Glories of my King, as be that bas got a Commiffion
by ity if I may have this Happinefs addsd to 8, z B
retaining the Homour of your Friendfbip, and by vl
numbered in the Croud of,

s I R) )
Your moft Obliged

Humble Servants,

4 B.



- - -~ ww

LOVE-LEVTTERS"

FROM A |
NOBLEMAN
TO HIS
S I ST E R
‘ PART IL ]

T the End of the firft Part of thefe
i Letters, we left Philander impatient-
Iy waiting on the Sea-Shore for the

| Appreach of the lovely §ylvia; who

#| acoordingly came to him drefled like
' a Youth, to fecure herfelf from a’
Difcovery. They ftaid not long to carefs each
ether, but he taking the welcome Maid in his
Arms, with a tranfported Joy bore her to a fmall
Veflel, that lay ready near the Beach; where, with
only Brilliard and two Men Servants, they put
0 Sea, and paft into Holland, Janding at the neareft
Port; where, after having refrefhed themifelves for
G4 two
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two or three Days, they paffed forwards towards
the Brill, Sylvia ftill remaining under that amiable
Difguife : But in their Paflage from Tewn to
‘Town, which is fometimes by Coach, and other
‘Times by Boat, they chanced one Day to encountger
a young Hollander of a more than ordinary Gal-
lantry for that Country, fo degenerate from good
Manners, and almoft common Civility, and fo
far thort of all the good Qualities that made them-
felves appear in this young Nobleman. - He was
very handfome, well made, well drefled, and very
wgﬁ attended; and whom we ‘will call Ofavio,
and who, young as he was, was.one of the States
of Holland; he fpoke admirable good French, and
had "a Vivacity end Quicknefs of Wit unufual _
with the Natives of that Part of the World, and .
almoft above all the reft of his Sex: Philander
and Sylvia having already agreed for the Cabin
of ‘the Veffel that was to carry them to the next
Stage, Oétavio came too late to have-any Place
there but amongft the common Croud ; which the
" Mafter of the Veflel, who knew him, was much
troubled at, and addreflfed himfelf as civilly as he
could to Philander, to beg Permiffion for one’
Stranger of Quality to difpofe of himfelf in the
Cabin for'that Day: Philander being well enough
pleafed, fo to make an Acquaintance with fome of
Power of that Country, readily confented; and
Octavio entered with an Addrefs fo graceful and
obliging, that at firft Sight he inclined Philander’s
Heart to a Friendfhip with him; and on the other
Side the lovely Perfon of Philander, the Quality
that appeared in his Face and Mein, obliged O¢7a-
via to become no lefs his Admirer. But when
he faluted Sylvia, who appeared to him a . Youth
-of Quality, he was extremely charmed with her
pretty Gaiety, and an unufual Air and Life in
her Addrefs and Motion ; he felt a fecret Joy and.
. . Pleafure

-
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Pleafure play abeut his Soul, he knew not why,

and was almoft angry, that he felt fuch an Emo-

tion for a Youth, tho’ the moft lovely that he ever

faw. After the firft Compliments, they fell into

‘Difcourfe of a thoufand indifferent Things, and if
“he were pleafed -at firft Sight with the two Lovers,
he was wholly charmed by their Converfation,

efpecially that of the amiable Youth; who well

enough pleafed with the young Stranger, or elfe

“hitherto having met nothing fo accomplifhed in her
“thort Travels; and indeed defpairing to meet any
fuch; fhe put on all her Gaiety and Charms of
‘Wit, and made as abfolute a Conqueft as it was
*poflible for her fuppofed Sex to do over a Man,
who was a great Admirer of the other; and furely

- the lovely Maid never appeared fo charming and
defirable as that Day ; they dined together in the

Cabin ;- and after Dinner repofed on little Mattref-

+*fes by each other’s Side, where every. Motion, every
“Limb, as carelefly fhe lay, difcovered a thoufand
"Graces, and more and more enflamed the now be-
‘ginning Lover; fhe could not move, nor fmile,
nor fpeak, nor order any Charm about her, but.

‘had fome peculiar Grace that bégun to make him
‘uneafy; and from a thoufand little Modefties,
"both in hér Bluthes and Motions, he had a fecrct
Hope the was not what fhe feemed, but of that

Sex whereof fhe difcovered fo many Softnefles and

Beauties; tho’ towhat Advantage that Hope would

amount to his Repofe, was yet a Difquiet he had

not ‘confidered nor felt: Nor could he by any

‘Fondnefs between them, or Indiferetion of Love,
‘conceive how the lovely Strangers were allied ;
he only hoped, and had no Thoughts of Fear, or
any T)llling that could .check his new “beginning
Flame. While thus they pafled the Afternoor,
they afked a thoufand Queftions, of Lovers, cf
the Country and Manners, and their Security and
‘ Gjs . Civi-

-
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Civility to Strangers; to all which Ofavio anfwered
as a Man, who would recommend the Place and
Perfons purely to oblige their Stay; for now Self-
Intereft makes him fay all Things in Favour of it ;
and of his own Friendfhip, offers them all the Ser-
vice of & Man in Power, and who could make
an Intereft in thofe that had more than himfelf;
much he protefted, much he offered, and yetno .
more than he defigned to make good on all Occa-
fions, which they received with an Acknowledg-.
ment that plainly difcovered a Generofity and Qua-
lity above the common Rate of Men; fo that
finding in each other Occafions for Love and
Friendthip, they mutually profefled it, and nobly
entertained it. Oéavio told his Name and Qua-
lity, left nothing unfaid that might confirm the
" Lovers of his Sincerity. This begot a Confi-
dence in Pbhilander, who in Return told him o
much of his Circumftances, as fufficed to let him
know he was a Perfon fo unfortunate to have oc-
cafioned the Difpleafure of his King againft him,
and that he could not continue with any Repofe
in that Kingdom, whofe Monarch thought him
no longer fit for thofe Honours he had before re-
ceived : Oéfaviorenewed his Proteftations of ferving
_ him with his Intereft and Fortune, which the other
receiving with all the gallant Modefty of an un-
fortunate Man, they came athore, where Ofavie’s
Coaches and Equipage waiting his coming to con-
duét him to his Houfe, he offered his new Friends .
the beft of them to carry them to their Lodging,
which he had often preffed might be his own
Palace; but that being refufed as too great an Ho-
nour, he would himfelf fee them placed in fome
one, which he thought might be moft fuitable to
their Quality ; they excufed the Trouble, but he
prefled too eagerly to be denied, and he conduéted
thern to 3 Merchant’s Houfe not far from his ovi'lil_;
. R Q
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fo Love had contrived for the better Management
of this new Affair of his Heart, which he refolved
to purfwe, be the fair Object of what Sex foever :
But after having well enough recommended them
to the Care of the Merchant, he thought it Juftice
to leave them to their Reft, tho’ with Abundance of

Reludtancy ; fo took his Leave of both the lovel
Strangers, and went to his own Home. And af-
ter a hafty Supper got himfelf up to Bed: Not to
fleep; for now he had other Bufinefs: Love took
him now to Tafk, arnd afked his Heatt a thoufand
Queftions. Then it was he found the Idea of that
fair Unknown had abfolute Pofleffion there: Nor
was he at all difpleafed to find he was a Cap-
tive; his Youth and Quality promife his Hopes
a thoufand Advantages above all other Men: But
when he refle@ted on the Beauty of Phriander,
on his charming Youth and Converfation, and
Grace that adorns a Condueror, he grew
inflamed, difordered, reftlefs, angry, and out of
Love with his own Attra®ions; confidered every,
Beauty of his nwn Perfon, and found them, or at
leaft thought them infinitely fhott of thofe of his
now fancied Rival; yet it was a Rival that he
could not hate, mor did his Paffion abate one
Thought of his Friendthip for Philander, but
rather more encreafed it, infomuch that he once
refolved it fould furmount his Love if poffible, at
leaft he left it on the Upper-hamd, till Time fhould
make abetter Difcovery. When tired with Thought
we’ll fuppofe him afteep, and fee how our Lovers
fared; who being lodged all on one Stair-Cafe
(that is, Philander, Sylvia, and Briliard) it was
not hard for the Lover to fteal into the longing
Arimns of the expe&inﬁ Sylvia; no Fatigues of
tedious Journies, and little Voyages, had abated
her Fondnefs or his Viglczur; the Night was like
the firft, all Joy! All Gragfport! Briliard lay fo
; 6 : - neag:
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near as to be a Witnefs td all their Sighs of Love, and
little foft Murmurs, who now began from a Ser-
vant to be permitted as an humble Companion ;
fince he had had the Honour of being married to
Sylvia, though yet he durft not lift his Eyes or
Thoughts that Way ; yet it might be perceived
he was melancholy and fullen whenever he faw
their Dalliances ; nor could heknow the Joys his
Lord nightly ftole, without an Impatience, which,
if but minded or known, perhaps had coft him his
Life. He began, from the Thoughts fhe was his

Wife, to fancy fine Enjoyment, to fancy Autho- .

rity which he durft not affume, and often wifhed
his Lard would grow cold, as poffefling Lovers
do, that then he might advance his Hope, when
he thould even abandon or flight her: He could
not fee her kifled without blufhing with Refent-
“ment ; but if he has affifted to undrefs him for
her Bed, he was ready to die with Anger,
and would grow Sick, and leave the Office to
himfelf: He could not fee her naked Charms,
her Arms ftretched out to receive a Lover,
with impatient Joy, without Madnefs; to fee her
clafp him faft, when he-threw himfelf into her
foft, white Bofom, and fmother him with Kiffes :

No, he could .not bear it now, and almoft loft

his Refpet wHen he beheld it, and grew faucy
unperceived. And it was in vain that he looked
back upon the Reward he had to fland for that
neceflary Cypher a Hufband. In vain he ¢confidered
the Reafons why, and the Occafion wherefore ;
he now feeks Precedents of ufurped Dominion,
and thinks fhe is his Wife, and has forgot that
he is her Creature, and Philander’s Vaflal. Thefe
Thoughts difturbed him all the Night, and a certain
gzaloufy, or rather Curiofity to liften to every
Motion of the Lovers, while they were employed
after a different Manner. 3

- Nex
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Next Day it was debated what was beft to be

"done, as to their Condué in that Place; or whether

Sylvia fhould yet own her Sex or not; but fhe,
pleafed with the Cavalier in herfelf, begged fhe
might live under that Difguife, which indeed gave
ber 3 thoufand Charms to thofe which Nature had
already beftowed on her Sex; and Philgnder was
well enough pleafed fhe fhould continue in that
agreeable %)refs, which did not only add to her
Beauty, but gave her athoufand little Privileges,
which otherwife would have been denied ‘to \5‘0-
men, though in a Country of much Freedom.
Every Day fhe appeared in the Tour, the failed not

" to make a Conqueft on fome ungyarded Heart

of the Fair Sex: Nor was it long ere fhe received
Billet-Doux from many of the moft accomplithed
who could, fpeak and write French. This gave
them a Pleafure in the Midft of her unlucky Exile,
and fhe failed not to boaft her Conquefts to Osza-
wio, who every Day gave all his Hours to Love,
under the Difguife of Friendfhip, and every Day
received new Wounds, both from her Converfa-
tion and Beauty, and every Day confirméd him
more in his firft Belie, that fhe was a Woman ;
and that confirmed his Love. But ftill he took
care to hide his Paffion with a Gallantry, that was
natural to him, and to very few befides; and he
managed his Eyes, which were always full of
Love, fo equally to both, that when he was foft

"and fond .it appeared more his natural Humour,

than from any particular Caufe. And that you may
believe that all the Arts of Gallantry, and Graces
of good Management were more peculiarly his
than another’s, his Race was illuftrious, being
defcended from that of the Princes of Orange, and
gr'eat Birth will thine through, and fhew itfelf in
pight of Education and Obfcurity: But Ofavie
had all thofe Additions that render a Man truly-,
. B ’ ' great
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and brave; and this is the Charefier of him
at was next andone by our unfortunate and fa-
tal Beauty. At this Rate for fome Time they lived
thus difguifed under feigned Names, OR2vio omit~
ting nothing that might oblige them in the higheft
Degree, and hagz any Thing was talked of but -
the new and beautiful Strangers, whofe Conquefts
in all Places wver the Ladies are well worthy, both
for their Rarity and Comedy, to be related entire-
ly by themfelves in 2 Novel. Ofavio faw.
lgay with Abundance of Pleafure the little Re.
“venges of Love, on thofe Womens Hearts whe had
made before little Conquefts over him, and frove
by all the gay Prefents he made a young Fillmond
(for fo they called Sylvia,) to make him appear
unrefiftible to the Ladies; and white Syfvia gave
them new Wounds, Ofzvin failed not to receive
them too among the Croud, till at laft he became
a confirmed Slave, to the lovely Unknown ;- and
that which was yet more ftrange, fhe captivated
the Men no lefs than the Women, who often
ve her Serenades under het Window, with Songs
ﬁ:ted to the Courtthip of a Boy, all which added
to their Diverfion: But Fortune had finited long
enough, and now grew weary of obliging, fhe was
refolved to undeceive both Sexes, and let them fee -
the Errors of their Love; for Syfra fell into a
Fever fo violent, that Philander no longer hoped
for her Recovery, infomuch that the was obliged
to own her Sex, and take Women Setvants out of
Decency. This made the firft Difcovery of who
and what they were, and for which every Body lan-
guithed under a fecret Grief. But OZaviv, who
now was not only confirmed the was a Woman,
but that the was neither Wife to Philander, nor
could in almoft all Poffibility ever be fo; -that
the was his Miftrefs, gave him Hope that the
might one Day a3 well'be conquered by him ax;d
X - . €.
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he found her Youth, her Beauty, and her Quality,
merited all hisPains of lavifh Courtthip. And now
there remains no more than the Fear of her dying
to oblige him immediately to a Difcovery of his
Paffion, toe violent now by his rew Hope to be lon-
ger concealed, but Decency forbids he fhould now
purfue the dear Defign ; he waited and snade Vows
for her Recovery; vifited her, and found Philan-
der the moft deplorable Obje&t that Defpair and
Love could render him, who lay eternally weep-
ing on her Bed, and no Counfel or Perfuafion
could remove him thenoe; but if by Chance they
made him fenfible it was for her Repofe, he would
depart to eafe his Mind by new ?orments, he
would rave and tear his delicate Hair, figh and
weep upon Ofawo’s Bofom, and a thoufand Times
begin to unfold the Story, already known to the
generous Rival; Defpair, and Hopes of Pity from

him, made him utter all: And one Day, when
by the Advice of the Phifician he was farced to
uit the Chamber to give her Reft, he carried
gé?a'w'v to his own, and told him from the Begin-
ning, all the Story. of his Love with the charm-
ing Sylvia, and with it all the Story of his Fate :
O&avio fighin é_though glad of the Opportunity)
told him his i airs were already but too well
_known, and that he feared his Safety from that
Difcovery, fince the States had obliged themfelyes
to harbour no declared Enemy to the French
King. At this News our young Unfortunate
fhewed 2 Refentment that was fo moving, that
even O&avis, who felt a fecret Joyat the Thoughts
of his Departure, could no logger refrain from
Pity and Tendernefs, even to 2 With that he were
lefs unhappy, and never to part frem Syfvia: But
Love foon grew-again triumphant.in his Heart,
and all he could fay was, that he would afford
him the Aids of all his Power in this Encounltfr l;

: whic
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which, with the Acknowledgments of ‘a Lover,
whofe Life depended on it, he received, and part-
ed with him, who went to learn what was de-
-creed in Council concerning him.  While Philan-
‘der returned to Sylvia, the moft dejeted Lover
‘that ever Fate produced,” when he had not fighed
away above an Hour, but received a Billet by
-"Oftavic’s Page from his Lord; he went to his
own Apartment to read it, fearing it might con-
tain fomething too fad for him to be able to hold
his. Temper at the reading of, and which would
infallibly have difturbed the Repofe of Sylvia, who
fhared in every cruel Thought of Philander’s::
‘When he was alone he opened it, and read this. '

OcTAV1O /0 PHILANDER. -

M Lord, , ‘. :
I Had rather die than be the ungrateful Meflenger
% of News, which I arh feafible will prove too
fatal to you, and which will be beft expreffed in
feweft Words: Tt is decreed, that you muft retire
from the United Provinces in four-and twenty
‘Hours, if you will fave a Life that is dear to me
and Sylvia, there being no other Security againft
your being rendered up to the King of France.
Support it well, and hope all Things from" the

Affiftance of your :
T : "OCTAVIO.
* From the Council, Wednefday. : :

Philander having finifhed the reading of this, re-
mained a while wholly withéut Life or Motion,
when coming to himfelf, he “fighed and cried,----
Why----farewel trifling’ Life-—--If of the two Ex-
tremes one muft be chofen, rather than Pll abandon
Sylvia, Pl flay and be delivered up a Victim to in-

’ : o enfed



Part II. L@e-Leiters.’, 161

cenfed France---1t is but a Life--—--at beft I never
valued thee----and now I feorn to preferve thee at
the Price of Sylvia’s Tears ! Then taking a hafty
Turn or two about his Chamber, he paufing, cried
---=But by my Stay I ruin both Sylvia and myfelf,
ber Life depends on mine; and it is impoffible ber’s
can be preferved when mine is in Danger: By re-
tiring I fball fhortly again be bleffed with her Sight
in a more fafe Security, by flaying 1 refign myfelf
poorly to be made a publick Scorn to France, a
the cruel Murderer of Sylvia. Now, it was after
an hundred Turns and Paufes,intermixed with Sighs
and Ravings, that he refolved for both their Safe-
ties to retire; and having a while longer debated
within himfelf how, and where, and a little Time
ruminated on his hard purfuing Fate, grown to-
a Calm of Grief, (lefs eafy to be borne than Rage)
he haftes to Sykia, whom he found fomething
more chearful than before, but dares not acquaint

~her with the Commands he had to depart----But
filently he views her, while Tears of Love and
Grief glide unperceivably from his fine Eyes, his
Soul grows tenderer at every Look, and Pity and
Compaffion joining to his Love and his Defpair,-
fef him on the Wreck of Life; and now believing
it-lefs Pain to die than to leave Sylvia, refolves to
difobey, and dare the worft that fhall befal him;
he had fome glimmering Hope, as Lovers have,
that fome kind Chance will prevent his going, or
being delivered up; he trufts much to the Friend-
thip of Osavio, whofe Power joined with that of
his Uncle, (who was one of the States alfo, and
whom he had an Afcendant over, as his Nephew
and his Heir) might ferve him; he therefore ven-
iu:es to move him to Compaffion by this following

tter.

PHI-
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PuiLANDER # OCTAVIQ. -

lew my Lord, that the Exercife of Virtus
and Juftice is fo imnate to your Sosl, and fixed
to the very Principle of a generows Commnom-
wealths Man, that where thofe are in Competition,
it is meither Birth, Wealth, or glosious Merit, that
can remder the Unfortunate condemned by goou,
worthy of your Pity or Pardon: Your very Soss
and Fathers fall before your Juftice, and it is
Crime enough to offend (tho’ innocently) the leaft
of your who%fene Laws, to fall under the Extre-
mity of their Rigour. 1 am not ignerant neither
kow flourithing this neceflary Tyranny, this law-
ful Oppreffion, renders State; how fafe and
» how fecure Eaemics at FHome,
(thofe worft of Foes) and how feared by thofe
_sbroad: Purfue them, Sir, your jultifiable Method,
and fill be high and mighty, retzin yeur gncient
Ronan Vircue, and @il be great a3 Rome hesfelf
i her Height of glorious Commonwealths ; rule
your ftubborn Natives by her excelient Examples,
and let the Height of your Ambition be only to be
as feverely Juft, as rigidly Good as you 3 but
hke her t00, be pitiful to Strangers, and difpende
a noble Churity to the Diftreflfed, compafionate a
poor wandering young Man, who flics to you far
Refape, ioft 0 his native Home, lof to his Fame,
his Fortune, and his Friends; and has only left
him the Knowledge of his Innocence to fuppert
" him from falling on his own Sword, to end an
unfortunate Life, purfeed.every where, and fafe
no where ; a Life whofe only Refuge is Oftauid’s
Goodnefs; nor is it barely to preferve this Life
that I have Recourfe to that only as my San&uary,
and like a humble Slave implore your Pity: Oh,
Qétavio,
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Ottavie, pity my Youth, and intercede for my Stay
yet a little longer: Yourfelf makes one of the illu-
ftrious Number of the grave, the wife and mighty
Council, your Uncle and Relations make up another
omrﬁderag;)eu Part of it, and you are too dear to all, to
find a Refufal of your juft and compaflionate Ap-
plication.. Oh! What Fault have 1 committed
againft you, that I thoul not find 2 Safety here}
as well as thofe charged with the fame Crime
with mre, though of lefs Quality? Many I have en-~
countered here of our unlucky Party, who find 2
Safety among you: Is my Birth a Cime? Or does
the Greatnefs of that augment my Guilt? Have I
broken any of your Laws, committed any Owe.
rage? Do they fufpe& me for a Spy to Frame?
Or do1 hold any Correfpondence with that un-
gratefal Nation? Does my Religion, Principle,

or Opinion differ from yours? Can 1 the
Subverfion of your glorious State? Can I plet,
cabal, or mutiny alone? Oh me with fome

Offence, or yourfelves of Injuffice. Say, why
am T denied my Length of Earth amongft you,
i¥1die? Or whyto breathe the open Air, #1 live,
fince { fhatl neither opprefs the one, nor infe&
the other? But on the contrary am ready with my
Sword, my Youth and Blood to ferve you, and
bring my little Ards on all Occafions to yours::
And fhould be proud of the Glory to die for you
in Batfle, who would deliver me up a Sacrifice to
Fromce. Oh'! Where, ORavio, is the Glory or Vir«
tere of this Punctifin? For it is mo other: There
are no Laws that bind you toit, no obligatory
Article of Nations, but an ummeceflary Compli-
ment made a Nemine contradicente of your Se-
nate, that argues nothing but ill Nature, and can-
not redound to any one’s Advantage; an fll Na-
ture that’s levelled at me alone; for manry I found
here, and many fhall teave under the fame Cir-

cumfitances
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cumftances with-me; it is only me whom you have
marked out the Viim to atone for all: Well
then, my Lord,. if nothing can move you to a
- Safety for this Unfortunate, at leaft be fo mer-
ciful to fufpend your Cruelty a little, yet a little,
and poflibly I fhall render you the Body of Pli-
hander, though dead, to-fend into France, as the

" Trophy of youFidelity to that Crown: Oh yet,
a litde ftay your cruel Sentence, till my lovely

Sifter, who purfued my hard Fortunes, declare
my Fate by her Life.or Death: Oh, my Lord,
if ever the foft Paffion of Loye have touched your
Soul, if you-have felt the unrefiftible Force of
young Charms about your Heart, if ever you have
known a Pain and Pleafure from fair Eyes, or the
tranfporting Joys of Beauty, pity a Youth undone
by Love and Ambition, thofe powerful Conque-
rors of the Young-—-Pity, oh pity a Youth that
dies, and will ere long no more complain upon
your Rigours. Yes, my Lord, he dies without
the Force of a terrifying Sentence, withont the grim
Reproaches -of an angry Judge, without the foon
confulted Arbitrary-—ailty of a fevere and hafty
Jury, without the Ceremony of the Scaffold, Ax,
and Hangman, and the Clamours of inconfidering
Crouds; all which melancholy Ceremonies render
Death fo terrible, which elfe would fall like gentle
Slumbers upon the Eye-Lids, and which in Field
I would encounter with that Joy I would the fa-
cred Thing Ilove! Butoh, Ifear my Fate isin the
lovely Sylvia, and in her .dying Eyes you may
read it, in her languithing Face you will fee how
.near it is approached. Ah, will you not fuffer me
to attend it there? By her dear Side I fhall fall as
calmly as Flowers from their Stalks, without Re-
gret or Pain: Wil you, by forcing me to die from
her, run me to a Madnefs? Towild Diftradtion ?
Oh think it fufficient that I die here before half

my
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my Race of Youth be run, before the Light be half -
burnt out, that might have conduéted me to a
“World of Glory! Alas, the dies---the lovely Sylvia
dies ;. fhe is fighing out a Soul to which mine is fo
intirely fixed, that they muft go upward together;
yes, yes, fhe breathes it fick into my Bofom, and
kindly gives mine its Difeafe of Death: Let us at
leaft then die in Silence quietly; and if it pleafe
Heaven to reftore the languithed Charmer, I will
refign myfelf up to all your rigorous Honour;
only let me bear my Treafure with me, while we
wander over the World to feek us outa Safety in
fome Part of it, where Pity and Compaffion is no
Crime, where Men have tender Hearts, and have
heard of the God of Love; where Politicks are not
-all the Bufinefs of the Powerful, but where Civi-~
lity and good Nature reign. s
“Perhaps, my Lord, you will wonder I plead no
weightier Argument for my Stay than Love, or
the Griefs and Tears of a languifhing Maid: But,
oh! They are fuch Tears as every Drop would
ranfom Lives, and nothing that proceeds from her
charming Eyes can be valued at a lefs Rate! In
Pity to her, to me, and your amorous Youths, let
me bear her hence: For fhould fhe look abroad
as her own Sex, fhould fhe appear in her natural
and proper Beauty, alas they were undone. Re-
proach not (my Lord) the Weaknefs of this Con-
feffion, and which I make. with more Glory than
could T boaft myfelf Lord of all the Univerfe:
If it appear a Fault to the more Grave and Wife,
1 hope my Youth will plead fomething for my
Excufe. Oh fay, 4t leaft, it. was pity that Love
had- the Afcendant over Philander's Soul, fay
it was his Deftiny, but fay withal, that it put no
Stop to his Advance to Glory; rather it fet an
Edge upon his Sword, and gave Wings to his
‘Anibition I~—--Xes, try me. in - your Councils,
b ¢ - prove
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preve ww in your Camps, place me in any Haeard--
but give me Love! And leave me to wait the Life
-or Death of Sylvwa, and then difpofe as you plesfe,
my Lazd, of your unfortunate

Ap—

OcTAviofos PRILANDER.

My Lord,

Am much oconcerned that a Requeft fo reafan-

able as you have made, will be of fo little
Force with thefe atbitrary Tyrants of State; and
tho’ you have addrefled and appealed to me as anc
of that grave and rigid Number, (the’ without one
Grain of their Formalities, and I hope Age, which
remders us lefs gallast, and moze envious of the Joys
and Liberties of Youth, will never reduce me to
fo doll and thoughtlefs a Member of State) yet I
Juave fo fmall and fingle 2 Postion of their Power,
that ] am athamed of my Ineapacity of ferving you
in this great Affair. 1 bear the Honour and the
Name, itis true, af-glorieus Sway ; but I can beaft
but of the worft and moft impotent Part of it,
the Titleanly; butthe bufiy, ablolute, mifchievous
Politician findt no Room: in my Soul, my Hu-
mous, o Confliution; aml plodding seftlefs
Power I have made fo little the Bufmlgs of my
ﬁer.md more carelefs Youth, that I have even
io#f. my Right of Rnle, my Share of Empice
amongft them. That little Power (whofe unse-
garded Lofs I nevex hemoaned till it rendered me
wacapable: of ferving Philander) 1 have ftretched
5 the utmoft Bonnd for your Stay; infemuch that
¥ have received may Reproaches fram the wifer
Coxcombs, have made my Yoyth’s little Debauches

hinted on, and. Judgments made of you (difadvan~

tagisus) from.my Friendthip to you; 2 Friendfhip,
which, sy Losd, at fufd Sight of youfound.a being
. in

PHILANDER.

Y
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in my Soul, #nd whith your Wit, your Goodnefs,
r Greatnes, and youwr Misfortunes have im-
preved to all the Degreesof it: Tho’ I am inknite-
}y unhappy that it proves of mo Ufe to you here,
and that the greateft "If‘eﬁimy I can now;r):ender
of it, is to wamn you of your approaching Dan
and haften your Bepanzre, fotthereismSa%et%y
m your Stay. Ijoft now heard what was decreed
inft you in Council, which no Pleasding, nor
nce of Friendfhip had Force emough to
vvade. Alas, ¥ hed but one le Veice in the
Number, which I fullenly and gave, and
wivich unregarded paft. then, my Lord, hafle
to fome Place where good Breeding and Hemanity
reigns: Go and preferve Syivie, in * providing for
your own Safety; and believe me, till fhe be in
2 Condition to purfire your Fortunes, I will take
Yach Care that nothing flrall be wanting ‘to her
hete, in erder to her following after
you. Fam, abas, but too fenfible of 2l ¢he Pains
you mnift endure by fuch a Separation; for I am
neither infenfible, nor wncapable of Love, or amy
of its violent Effells: Go then, Lord, and
preferve the lovely Maid in youwr Flight, fince
your Stay and Danger will ferve but to haflen
on her Death: Go and be fatisfred fhe fhall find
= Prote&tion fuitable (%allm Se:;d her Innoeence,
her Beauty, and her s that wherever
you fix your Stay, fhe ﬂ:ﬂbe refigned .to your
Armsby, ny Lord, your gtesmal Friend and hum-
ble Servant,

0CTAV 10,

Leff in  this Remove you [foorld wom

y & bave mmfmmllilifﬁ‘mp

vo ‘what Place foever you arrive, “what you
want more (; ng Siruple to ufe mg as a Friend
and) qmmand, . Aftc;-
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After this Letter finding no Hopes, but on the
contrary a dire Neceflity of departing, he told
Brilliard his Misfortune,- and afked his Counfel
in this Extremity of Affairs. Brilliard, (who of
,a Servant was become a Rival) you may believe,
gave him fuch Advice as might remove him from
the Obje&t he adored. But after a great deal of
diffembled Trouble, the better to hide his Joy, he
gave his Advic for his Going, with all thé Argu-
ments that appeared reafonable enough to Philan-
der ; ‘and at every Period urged, that his Life be-
ing dear. to Sylvia, and on which her’s fo imme-
diately depended, he ought no longer to debate,
but haften his Flight: Toall which Counfel our
amorous Heroe,with a Sou] ready to make its Way

thro’ his trembling Body, gave a fighing unwilling -

Affent. It was now no longer a Difpute, but was
concluded he muft go; but how was the only
Queftion. How fhould he take his Farewel?
How he thould bid adieu, and leave the dear Ob-
je&t of -his Soul in an Eftate fo hazardous ; He
formed a thoufand fad Ideas to torment himfelf
with fancying he fhould never fee her more, that
be fhould hear that the was dead, though now fhe
appeared on tnis Side the Grave, and had all the
Signs of a declining Difeafe, He fancied Abfence
might make her cold, and abate her Paffion to
him; that her powerful Beauty might attrac} Ador
" rers, and fhe being byt'a Woman, .and no Part
- Angel but her Form,, *tyas not expeéted fhe thould
want her Sex’s Frailties, Now he could confider
how he had won her, how by Importunity and
Opportunity fhe had at laft yielded to him, and
therefore might to fome new Gamefter, when he
‘was'not by to keep her Heart in continual Play :
Then it wag that all the Defpair of jealous Love,

‘the Throbs and Piercing of a violent Paffion feized -

his timorous and'tender Heart, he fancied her al-
N o ready

J
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ready in fome new Lover’s Arms, and ran over
all thefe foft Enjoyments he had with her; and
fancied with tormenting Thought, that fo another
would poflefs her; till racked with Tortures, he °
almoft fainted on the Repofe on which he was fet ;
But Brilliard roufed and endeavoured to convince
him, told him he hoped his Fear was needlefs, and
that he would take all the watchful Care imagi-
nable of her Condué, be a Spy upon her Virtue,
and from Time to Time give him Notice of all
that fhould pafs! Bid him confider her Quality,
and that'the was no common Miftrefs whom Hire -
could lead aftray; and that if from the Violence

- of her Pafion, or her moft fevere Fate, fhe had

}'Ielded to the moft charming of Men, he ought as
ittle to imagine fhe could be again a Lover, as
that fhe could find an Obje& of equal Beauty with
that of Philander. In fine, he foothed and flattered
him into fo much Eafe, that he refolves to take
his Leave for a Day or two, under Pretence of
meeting and confulting. with fome of the Rebel
Party; and that he would return again to her by
that Time it might be imagined her Fever might
be abated, and Sylvia in a Condition to reccive
the News of his being gone for a longer Time,
and to know all his Affairs. While Brilliard pre- -
pared all Things neceffary for his Departure, Philan-
der went to Sylvia; from whom, having been ab-

- fent two tedious Hours, fhe caught him in her

Arms with a Tranfport of Joy, reproached him
with Want of Love, for being abfent fo long:
But ftill the more fhe fpoke foft fighing Words
of Love, the more his Soul was feized with Me-
lancholy, his Sighs redoubled, and-he could not

‘refrain from letting fall fome Tears upon her

Bofom---which Sylvia perceiving, with a Look
and a Trembling in her Voice, that fpoke her Fears,
the cried, Oh Philander! Thefe are unufual Marks

. H of
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of your Tendernefs; oh tell me, tell me quickly
what they mean. He anfwered with a Sigh, and
fhe went on-—-It is fo, I am undone, it is your loft
Vows, your broken Faith you weep; yes, Pbi-
lander, you find the Flower of my Beauty faded,
and what you loved before, you pity now, and
thefe be the Effe@s of it. Then {:]ghmg, as ifhis
Soul had been departing on her ,. he cried,
By Heaven, by all the Powers of Love, thou aft
the fame dear Charmer that thou wert; then
prefling her Body to his Bofom, he fighed anew
as if his Heart were breaking---I know (fays fhe)
Philander, there is fome hidden Caufe that gives
thefe Sighs their Way, and that dear Face a Pale-
nefs. h tell me all; for fhe that could abandon
all for thee, can dare the worft of Fate: If thou -
muft quit me---oh Philander, if it muft be fo, &
need not ftay the lingering. Death of a feeble Fe-
ver; I know a Way more noble and more fudden. -
Pleafed at her Refo;:ition, which almoft deftroyed
his Jealoufy and Fears, a thoufand Times he kiffed
her, mixing his grateful Words and Thanks with
Sighs; and finding her fair Hands (which he put
often to his Mouth) to encreafe their Fires, and
her Pulfe to be more high and quick, fearing to
rclapfe her into her (abating) Fever, he forced a
Smile, and told her, he had no Griefs but what
the made him feel, no Torments but her Sicknefs,
nor Sighs but for her Pain, and left nothing un-
faid that might confirm her he was ftill more and.
more her Slave; and concealing his Defign .in-
Favour of her Health, he ceafed not vowing and
protefting, till he had fettled her in all the Tran-
quility of a recovering Beauty. And as fince her
firft Illnefs he had never departed from her Bed,
*fo now this Night he ftrove to appear in her Arms.
with all that ufual Gaiety of Love that her Con~
dition would permit, or his Circumftances could
: feign,
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feign, and leaving her afleep at Day-break (with
a Force upon his Soul that cannot be conceived
but by parting Lovers) he ftole from her Arms,
and retiring to his Chamber, he foon got himfelf
ready for his Flight, and departed. We will leave
Sylvia’s Ravings to be: exprefled by none but her-
felf, and tell you that after about fourteen Days
Abfence, Of2gvig reccived this Letter fromx Phi-
lander, . .

PHILANDER f0 OcTAVIoO.

BEing fafely arrived at Collen, and by a very
pretty and lucky Adventure lodged in the Houfe
of the beft Quality in the Town, I find myfelf
much more at Eafe than I thought it poffible to
be without Sylvia, from whorit I am neverthelefs’
impatient to hear; I hope Abfence appears not fo
great a Bugbear to her as it was imagined: For L
know not what Effels it would have on me to
hear her Griefs exceeded a few Sighs and Tears;
thofe my kind Abfence has taught me to allow
and bear without much Pain, but thould her Love
tranfport her to Extremes of Rage and Defpair, I
fear I fhould quit my Safety here, and give her
the laft Proof of my Love and my Compaffion,
throw myfelf at her Feet, and expof¢ my Life
to preferve her’s. . Honour would oblige me to it.
1 conjure you, my dear OfZavio, by all the Friend-
fhip you have vowed me, (and which I no longer
doubt) let me'fpeedilé know how fhe bears my
Abfence, for on that Knowledge depends a great .
deal of the Satisfaltion of my Life; carry her this
inclofed which I have writ her, and foften my ﬁ?
lent Departure, which poffibly may appear rud
and unkind, plead my Pardon, and give her the
Stoty of my Neceflity of (i{ilénding, which nene
2 can
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can fo well relate as-yourfelf; and from a Mouth
fo eloquent to a Maid fo full of Love, will foon
reconcile me to her Heart. With her Letter I fend
you a Bill to pay her 2000 Patacons, which I have
paid Vander Hanfkin here, as his Lettter will in-
form you, as alfo thofe Bills I received- of you at
my Departure, having been fupplied by an Englifh
l\/z:rchant here, who gave me Credit. It will be
an’Age, till I hear From you, and receive the
News of the Health of Sylvia, than which two
Bleffings nothing will be more welcome to, ge-
nerous Oéavio, your

Calen.  PHILANDER.

Dirett your Letters for me to your Merchant
Vander Hanfkin.

PHILANDER #0 SYLVIA. '

T HERE is no Way left to gain my éyl'uia’s Par.

don for leaving her, and leaving her in fuch
Circumftances, but to tell her it was to preferve a
Life which I believed entirely dear to her; but that
urihappy Crime is too feverely punithed by the Cru-

elties of my Abfence: Believe me, lover Sylvia, .

I have felt all your Pains, Ihave burnt with your
Fever, and fighed with your Oppreffions; fay, has
my Pain abated yours? Tell me, and haften my

Health by the Affurance of your Recovery, or I . |

have fled in vain from thofe dear Arms to fave my
Life, of which Iknow not what Account to give
you, till T receive from you the Knowledge of

- your perfeét Health, the true State of mine. I can

only fay I figh, and have a Sort of a Being in Collen,
where I have fome more Affurance of Proteion
than I could hope from thofe interefted Brutes,

' . who
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- who fént me from you; yet brutith as they are, I

know thou art fafe from their clownith Outrages.
For were they fenfelefs as their F ellow—Mon{%ers
rof the Sea, they durft not prophane fo pure an
‘Excellence as thine ; the fullen Boars would jouder
‘out a"Welcome to thee, and gape, and wonder
at thy awful Beauty, though they want the tender
Senfe to know to what Ufe it was made. Orifl
doubtéd their Humanity, I cannot the Friendfhip
of Of&avis, fince he has given me too good a Proof
of it, to leave me any Fear that he has not in my
Abfence purfued thofe generous Sentiments for
Sylvia, which he vowed to Philander, and of which

* this firft Proof muft be his relating the Neceflity

of my Abfence, to fet me well with my adorable

" Maid, who, better than I, can inform her; and

‘that I rather chofe to quit you only for a fhort
Space, than reduce myfelf to the Neceflity of lofing

* you eternally. Let the Satisfattion this ought to

give you retrieve your Health and Beauty, and put
you into a Condition of reftoring to me all my
Joys; that by purfuing thé DiStates of your Love,
ou may again bring the greateft Happinefs on
arth to the Arms of your

‘ PHILANDER.
POSTSCRIPT.

My Affairs here are yet fo unfettled, that 1 can
take no Order for your coming to me; but as foon as
I know where I can fix with Safety, I fball make it
my Bufinefs and my Happinefs: Adien. Truft O&ta~
vio with your Letters only.

‘This Letter Osavio would not carry himfelf to
her, who had omitted no Day, fcarce an Hour,
wherein he faw not or fent not to the charming
Sylvia; but he found in that which Philander had

o H3 writ
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writ to him an Air of Coldnefs altogether unufual
with that paffionate Lover, and infinitely thort in
Point of Tendernefs to thofe he had formerly feen
of his, and from what he had heard him fpeak;
fo that he no longer doubted (and the rather be-
caufe he hoped it) but that Pbilander found a-
Abatement of that Heat, which was wont to in--
fpire at a more amorous Rate: This appearing De
clenfion he could not conceal from Sykia, at leaft
to let her know he took Notice of it; for he knew
- her Love was too quick-fighted and fenfible to
pafs it unregarded; but he with Reafon thought,
that when fhe fhould find others obferve the little
Sight fhe had put on her, -her Pride (which is na-
tural to Women in fuch Cafes) would decline
- and leflen her Love for his Rival. He therefore

fentfhli; Page with the Letters inclofed in this from
himfelf. -

OcTrAavioto SyLvia.,
Madam, .

FR OM alittle neceffary Debauch I made laft

Night with the Prince, I am forced to employ
my Page in thofe Duties I ought to have performed
myfelf; He brings you, Madam, a Letter from
Philander, as mine, which I have alfo fent you,
informs me; Ifhould elfe have doubted it; itis I
think, his Charaéter, and all he fays of Oétavia
confefies the Friend, but where he fpeaks of Sylvia
fure he difguifes the Lover: I wonder the Mafk
fhould be put on now to me, to whom before he
fo frankly difcovered the Secrets of his amorous
Heart. It is a Myftery I would fain perfuade my-
felf he finds abfolutely neceffary to his Intereft,
and I hope you will make the fame favourable
Conftrutions of it, and not impute the leﬂ'eznce:l.
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“Zeal wherewith he ‘treats the charming Sylvia to
any poffible: Change or Coldnefs, -fince I am but
too fatally fenfible, that no Maf can arrive at the
Glory of being beloved by you, that had ever
Power to fhorten one Link of that dear Chain
that holds him, and you - need but furvey. that ado-
rable Face, to confirm your Tranquility; fet
a juft Value on your Charms, andyou need no
Arguments to fecure your everlafting Empire, or
to eftablith it in what Heart-you pleafe. This
fatal Truth I learned from your fair Eyes, ere they
difcovered to me your Sex, and you may as foon
change to what I then believed you, as I from ado-
ring what I now find you: If all then, Madam,
that do but look on you become your Slaves, and’
languith for you, love on, even without Hope,
and die, what mult Philander pay you, who has

. the mighty Blefling of your Love, your Vows,

and all that renders the Hours of amorous Youth,
facred, glad, and triumphant? But you know the
conquering Power of your Charms too well to
need cither this daring Confeffion, or a Defence
of Philander’s Virtue from, Madam, your obedient

Blave
’ ' ocT47I0.

Sylvia had no fooner read this with Blufhes; and
a thoufand Fears, and trembling of what was to .
follow in Philander’s Letters both to Qfavie and
to herfelf, but with an Indignation agreeable to

_ her haughty Soul, the cried--- How—-flighted! And

mufi ORavio fee it too! By Heaven, if 1 fhould
Jind it true, be fball not dare to think it: Then
with a generous Rage the broke open Philander’s
Lettes; ‘and which the foon perceived did but too
well prove the Truth of Oéavic’s Sufpicion, and
her own Fears. She repeated it again and again,
and ftill fhe found more Caufe of Grief and An-

. H 4 .oger;
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ger; Love occafioned the firft; and Pride the laft :
‘And, to a Soul perfeétly haughty; as was that of
Sylvia, it was hard to guefs which had the Afcen- .
dant : She confidered Ofgvio to all the Advan-
tages that Thought could conceive in one, whe
was not a Lover of him; fhe knew he merited a
Heart, tho’ the had none to give him ; fhe found
him charming without having a Tendernefs for
him, fhe found him young and amorous without
-Defire towards him; fhe found. him great, rich,
powerful and generous without defigning on him ;
and.though fhe knew her Soul free from all Paffion,
but that for Philander, neverthelefs fhe blufthed
and was angry, -that he had Thoughts no more
advantagious to the Power .of thofe Charms;,
which the wifh’d might appear to him above her
Sex, it being natural to Women to defiré Conquaits,
though they hate the Conquered ; to glory in the
Triumph, though they defpife the Slave: And fhe
believed, while®O&avio had fo poor a Senfe of her
Beauty as to believe it could be forfaken, he would
adore it lefss= And firft, to fatisfy her Pride, fhe
left the fofter Bufinefs of her Heart to the next
tormenting Hour, and fent him this carelefs An-
fwer by his Page, believing, if fhe appeared too
angry, it might look as if the valued his Opinion ;
and therefore diffembled her Thoughts, as Wo-
men in thofe Cafes ever do, who when moft angry
- feem the moft Galliard, efpecially when they have
need of the Friendthip of thofe they flatter.

SyLvriaA % QCTAvro.'

1 S it indeed, O&avio, that you believe Philander
"+ cold, or would you make that a Pretext to the
Declaration of your own. Paffion? We French
Ladies are not fo nicely tied up to the Formalities
of Virtue, but we can hear Loveat both Ears d
X . an

~
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and if we receive not the Addrefles of both, at
leaft wé are perhaps vain enough not to be dii-
pleafed to find we make new Conquefts. But
'you have made your Attack with fo ill Conduét,
that I fhall find Force enough without more Aids
to repulfe you. Alas, my Lord, did you believe
my Heart was left unguarded when Philander
departed ! No, the careful charming Lover left a
thoufand little Gods to defend it, of n6 lefs Power’
than himfelf; young Deities, who laugh at alf

our little” Arts and Treacheries, and {corn to
refign their Empire to any feeble Cupids you can
draw up againft them: Your thick foggy Air breeds
Love too dull and heavy for noble Flights, nor can
I floop to them. The Flemi/h Boy wants Arrews
keen enough for Hearts like mine, and is a Bungler
in his Art, too lazy and remifs, rather a heavy
Bacchus than a Cupid, a Bottle fends him to his
Bed of Mofs, where he fleeps hard, and never
dreams ‘of Venus.

How poorly have you paid yourfelf, my Lord,
(by this Purfuit of your difcovered Love) for all
the little Friendfhip you have rendered me! How
well you have explained, you can be no more a
Lover than a Friend, if onc may judge the firlt
by the laft! Had you been thus obftinate in your'
Paffion before Philander went, or you had believed
me abandoned, I fhould perhaps have thought that
you had loved indeed, becaufe I fhould have feen
you durft, and thould have believed it true, becaufe
it ran fome Hazards for me, the Refolution of it
would have reconciled me .then to the Temerity
of it, and the greateft Demonftration you could
have given of it, would have been the Danger vou
. would have ran and contemned, apd the Prefe-
sence of your Paffion above any other Confidera-
tion. This, my Lord, had been ggnerous and
like a Lover; but poorly thus to fet upon a fingle

o .Hgs ) Woman
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Woman in the Difguife of a Friend, in the dark
filent melancholy of Abfence from Philan-
dery then to furprize me, then to bid me deliver!
to pad for Hearts! Itis not like Ofavio, O&avie
that Philander made his Friend, and for whofe dear
Sake, my Lord, I will no farther reproach you, but
* from a efs, -‘which, I hope, you will merit,
I will forgive an Offence, which your ill-timing
has rendered almoft incxcufable, and expe&@ you
will for the future confider better how you ought

to treat
_ SYLVIA.
As foon as fhe had difmiffed the Page, fhe hafted
to her Bufinefs of Love, and again read over Phi-
lander’s Letter, and finding ftill new Occafion for
Fear; fhe had Recourfe to Pen and Paper for a
Relief of that Heart which no other Way could
find ; and after having wiped the Tears from her
Eyes, fhe writ this following Letter.

SYyLviAzZo PHILANDER.

YES, Philander, 1 have received your Letter,
and, but I found my Name there, fhould have
-hoped it was not meant for Syfvia/ Oh! It is all
cold-~-fhort---fhort and cold as a3 dead Winter’s
Day. It chilled my Blood, it fhivered every Vein.
‘Where, oh where haft thou lavithed out all thofe
foft Words fo natural to thy Soul, with which

- thou ufedft to charm; fo tuned to the dear Mufick
of thy Voice! What is become of all the tender
Things, whichhas I ufed to read, made little nimble
Pantings in myHeart,myBlufhes rife, and tremblings
‘in my Blood, adding new Fire to the poor burning
ViGtim! Oh where are all thy pretty Flatteries of
-Love, t made me fond and vain, and fet a
Value on this trifling Beayty ? Haft thou forgot
thy wondrous Art of Loving? Thy pretty Cun-

D . ing
N\

N\
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nings, and thy foft Deceivings? Haft thou
forgot them all? Or -haft thou forgot indeed to
love at all? Has thy induftrious Paffion ga-
thered all the Sweets, and left the rifled Flower
to hang its withered Head, and die in Shades neg-
lected! For who will prize it now, now when
all its Perfumes are fled? Oh my Philander, oh
my charming Fugitive! Was it not enotigh you left
me, like falfe Thefeus, on the Shore, on the for-
faken Shore, departed from my fond, my clafping
Arms; where I believed you fafe, fecure and
pleafed, when Sleep and Night, that favoured you
and ruined me, had rendered them incapable of their
dear Lofs! - Oh was it not enough, that when I
found them empty and abandoned, and the Place
cold where you had lain, and 'my poor trembling
Bofom unpoffeffed of that dear Load it bore, that
1 almoft expired with my firft Fears? Oh, if Phi-
lander loved, he would have thought that Cruclty
enough, without the fad Addition of a growing
Coldnefs: I awaked, I miffed thee, and .I called
aloud, Philander! my Philander! But no Philan-
der heard; then drew the clofe-drawn Curtains,
and with a hafty and bufy View furveyed the
Chamber over; butoh! InvainI viewed, and

called yet louder, but none appeared to my Affi-

ftance but Antonet and Brilliard to torture me with

dull Excufes, urging a thoufand feigned and frivo-

lous Reafons to fatisfy my Fears: But I, who

loved, who doted even to Madnefs, by Nature
foft, and timorous as a Dove, and fearful as a

Criminal efcaped, that dreads each little Noifc,

fancied their Eyes and guilty Looks confeffed the

Treafons of their Hearts and Tongues, while

they, more kind than true, ftrove to convince my

- killing Doubts, protefted that you would return
‘I;Y Night, and feigned a likely Stoty to deccivc.

hus between Hope and gezr I languifhed c;;t a

: - - av;
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Day; oh Heavens! A tedious Day without Pbi-

_ lander: 'Who would have thou}ght that fuch a

difmal Day fhould not, with the End of its Reign,
have ﬁnilﬁed that of my Life! But then Ofavio

“came to vifit me, and who till then I never

wifhed to fee, but now I was impatient for his
Coming, who by Degrees told me that you were
gone---I never afked him where, or how, or why;
that you were gone was enough to poflefs me of
all I feared, your being apprehended and fent into
France, your delivering yourfelf up, your aban-
doning me; all, allI had an eafy Faith for, with-
out confulting more than that thou wert gone---that ,
very Word yet ftrikes a Terror to my Soul, dif-
ables my trembling Hand, and I muft wait for
Re-inforcements from fome kinder Thoughts.
But, oh! From whence fhould they arrive! From
what dear prefent Felicity, or Profpe& of a fu--
ture, though never fo diftant, and all thofe paft ones
ferve but.to incrcafe my Pain; they favour me
no more, they charm and pleafe no more, and
only prefent themfelves to my Memory to cam-
pleat the Number of my Sighs and Tears, and
make me wifh that they had never been, tho’ even
with Philander? Oh! Say, thou Monarch of my
panting Soul, How haft theu treated Sylvia, ta
make her wifh that fhe had never known a tender
Joy with thee? Is it poffible the thould repent her
loving thee, and thou fhouldft give her Caufe!
Say, dear falfe Chdrmer, is it? But oh, there is no
]al{’ing Faith in Sin !~---Ah---What have I done?
How dreadful is the Scene of'my firft Debauch,
and how glorious that never to be regained Profpe&
of my Virgin Innocence, where I fate inthroned
in awful Virtue, crowned with  fhining Honour,
and adorned with unfullied Reputation, till thou,
O Tyrant Love, with a charming Ufurpation in-

» vaded all my Glories 5 and which [ refigned with

greater
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reater Pride and Joy than a young Monarch puts
5:em on. Oh! Why then doIrepent? As if the
vaft, the dear Expence of Pleafures paft were not.
enough to recompenfe for all the Pains of Love
to come?” But why, oh why do I treat thee'asa .
Lover loft already? Thou art not, canft not;. no,
I will not believe it, till thou thyfelf confefs it :
Nor fhall the Omiffion of. a tender Word or two
make me believe thou haft forgot thy Vows. Alas,
“it may be I miftake thy Cares, thy hard Fatigues
of Life, thy prefent ill Circumitances, (and all
the melancholy Effe€}s of thine and my Misfor-
tunes) for Coldnefs and declining Love. Alas,
I had forgot my poor, my dear Philander is now
obliged to contrive for Life as well as Love, thou .
perhaps. (fearing the worft) are preparing Elo-
quence for a Council Table; and in thy bufy and
ilty Imaginations haranguing it to the grave
%:dges, defending thy Innocence, or evading thy
Guilt: Feeing Advocates, excepting® Juries, and
confronting Witnefles, when thou fhouldft be
giving Satisfadtion to my fainting Love-fick Heart :
Sometimes in thy labouring Fancy the Horror of
a dreadful Sentence for an ignominious Death,
ftrikes upon thy fender Soul with a Force that
- frights the little God from thence, and I am per--
fuaded there are fome Moments of this melan-
choly Nature, wherein your Sylvia is even quite
forgotten, and this too the can think juft and rea-
fonable, without reproaching thy Heart with a
declining Paffion, efpecially when I am not by to
call thy Fondnefs up, and divert thy more tgz= *
m:ning Hours: But -oh, for thofe foft Minutes
thou haft defigned for Love, and baft dedicated
to Sylvia, Philander fhould difmifs the dull For-
malities of rigid Bufinefs, the preffing Cares of
Dangers, and have given a Loofe to Softnefs.,
Could my Philander imagine this fhort and unlov-~

ing
./
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. ing Lettér fufficient to atone for fuch an Abfence?
And has Philander then forgotten the Pain with
which I languifhed, when but abfent from him an
Hour? How then can he imagine I can live, when
diftant from him fo many Leagues, and fo many
Days? While all the fcanty Comfort I have for
Lifeis, that one Day we might meet again; but
where, or when, or how---thou haft not Love
enough fo much as to divine; but poorly leaveft
me to be fatisfied by Of2avio, committing the Bu-
finefs of thy Heart, the once great Importance of .

“thy Soul, the moft neceflary Devoirs of thy Life,
to be fupplied by another. Oh Philander, 1 have
known a blefled Time in our. Reign of Love,
when thou wouldft have thought even all thy own
Power of too little Force to fatisfy the doubting
Soul of Sylvia: Tell me, Philander, haft thou
forgot that Time? I dare not think thou haft, and
yet (O God) I find an Alteration, but Heaven
divert the Omen: Yet fomething whifpers to my
Soul, I am undone! Oh, where art thou, my
Philander ? Where is thy Heart? And what has it
been doing fince it begun my Fate? How can it
juftify thy Coldnefs, and thou this cruel Abfence,
without accounting with me for every parting
Hour? My charming dear was wont to find
me Bufinefs for all my lonely abfent ones; and
writ the fofteft Letters---loading the Paper with
fond Vows and Wifhes, which ere I had read
over. another would arrive, to keep eternal Warmth
about my Soul; nor wert thou ever wearied more
with writing, than I with reading, or with fighing
after thee; but now--Oh! There is fome Myftery
in it I dare not underftand. Be kind at leaft and
fatisfy my Fears, for it is 2 wondrous Pain to live
in Doubt; if thou flill loveft me, fwear it over a~
new! Andcurfe me if I do not credit thee. But--~
i thou art declining----or fhouldft be ‘il';n;l a

. ’ . -
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thaneful Viétim into France—-Oh thou deceiving
Charmer, yet be Juft, and let me know my Doom :
By Heaven this laft will ind 2 Welcome to me,
for it will end the Torment of my Doubts and
Fears of lofing thee another Way, and I fhall have

,the Joy to die with thee, 'die beloved, and die
Tk SYLVIA.

Having read over this Letter, the feared fhe had
faid too much of her Doubts, and Apprehenfions
of a Change in him; for now fhe flies to all the
little Stratagems and Artifices of Lovers, - fhe be-
gins to confider the worft, and to make the beft
of that ; but quite abandoned fhe could not believe
herfelf, without flying into afl the Rage that dif-
appointed Woman cquld be poffeffed with. She

- calls Brillzard,*thews him his Lord’s Letters, and
told him, (while he read) her Doubts and Fears;
he being thus inftru&ted by herfelf in the Way how
to deceive her on, like Fortune-tellers, who gather
People’s Fortune from themfeles, and then return
it back for their own Divinity; tells her he faw
indeed a Change! Glad to improve her Fear, and
feigns a Sorrow almoft eqyal to her’s: J is evi-
dent, fays he, it is evident, that he is the mof! un-

grateful of bis Sex! Pardori, Madam. (continued -

he, “bowing) if my Zeal for the moft charming
Creature on Earth, make me forget my Duty to
the beft :{ Mafiers and Friends. , Brilliard, cried
the, with an Air of Languifhment that .more ens
flamed him, bave a care, %ﬂ that mifiaken Zeal for

me fould make you prophane Virtue, which has

N\

not, but on this Occafion, fhewed that it wanted .

Angels for its Guard.” Ob, Brilliard, ifhe be falfe
~~—-if the dear Man be L::jnnd, take, take, kind
Heaven, the Life you bave preferved but for a

greater Proof of your Revenge-—and at that Word -

the funk into his Arms, which he haftily extended
: s

’
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as fhe was falling, both to fave her from Harm,
-and to give himfelf the Pleafure of %rafping' the
lovelieft Body in the World to his Bofom, on
which her fair Face declined, cold, dead, and
pale; but fo tranfporting was the Pleafure of that
dear Burthen, that he forgot to call for, or to ufe
any Aid to bring her back to Life, but trembling
with his Love and eager Paffion, he took a thou-
fand Jays, he kifled a thoufand Times her luke-
warm Lips, fucked her fhort Sighs, and ravithed
all the Sweets, her Bofom (which was but guarded
with a loofe Night-gown).yielded his impatient
Touches. Oh Heaven, who can exprefs the Plea-
fures he received, becaufe no other Way he ever
could arrive to fo much Daring? It was all beyond .
his Hope ; loofe were her Robes, infenfible the
Maid, and Love had made him infolent, he roved,
he kifled, he gazed, without Controul, forgetting
all Refpe& of Perfons, or of Place, and quite de- -
fpairing by fair Means to win her, refolves to take .
this lucky Opportunity; the Door he knew was
faft, for the Counfel the had to afk him admitted
of no Lookers-on, fo that at his Entrance the had
fecured that pafs for him herfelf, and being near
her Bed, when fhe fell into his Arms, _at this laft
daring Thought he lifts her thither, and lays-her
gently down, and while he did fo, in one Minute
ran over all the killing Joys he had been Witnefs
to, which fhe had given Philander; on which he
never paus’d, but urged by a Cupid altogether ma-
licious and wicked, he refolves his cowardly Con- -
queft, when fome kinder God awakened Sylvia,
and. brought O&avio to the Chamber Door; who
having been ufed to a Freedom, which was per-
mitted to none but -himfelf, with Antonet her Wo-
man, waiting for Admittance, after having knocked
twice foftly, Brilliard heard it, and redoubled his
Diforder, which from that of Love, grew to that
’ . - of
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'of Surprize; he knew not what to do, whether to
refufe anfwering, or to re-eftablifh the reviving
Senfe of Sylvia; in this Moment of perplexing
Thought hé failed not however to fet his Hair in
order, and adjuft him, though there were no need of
it, and ftepping to the Door (after having raifed
Sylvia, leaning her Head on her Hand on the Bed-
fide,) he gave Admittance to Ofavio; but, oh
Heaven, how was he furprized’ when he faw it
was Ofavie? His Heart with more Force than
‘before redoubled its Beats, that one might eafily
perceive every Stroke by the Motion of his Cravat;
he bluthed, which, to a Complexion perfeitly fair,
‘as that of Brilliard (who wants no Beauty, either
in Face or Perfon) was the more difcoverable,
add to this his Trembling, and you may eafily
imagine what a Figure he reprefented himfelf to
.~ O&avio; who almoft as much furprized as himfelf,
- to find the Goddefs of his Vows and Devotions
with- a young Endymion alone, a Door fhut to,
her Gown loofe, which (from the late Fit fhe was
in, and Brilliard’s Rape upon her Bofom) was
ftil open, and difcovered a World of unguarded
Beauty, which fthe knew not was in View, with
fome other Diforders of her Headcloaths, gave
him in 2 Moment a thoufand-falfe Apprehenfions:
Antonet was no lefs furprized; fo that all had their
Part of Amazement but the Innocent Sylvaa, whofe
Eyes were beautified with'a melancholy Calm,
which almoft fet the generous Lover at E_}':zfe, and
took away his new Fears; however he could not
chufe but atk Brilliardi what the Matter was with
him, he looked fo out of Countenance, and trembled
fo? -He told him how Sylvia had been, and what
extream Frights the had pofleflfed him with, and
told him the Oeccafion, which the lovely Sylvia
with her Eyes and Sighs affented to, and Brilliard
departed; how well pleafed you may imagine, ':}i
. wi
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with what Gufto he left her to be with the lovely
Oéavio, whom he perceived too well was a Lover
in the Difguife of a Friend. But there are in Love
thofe wonderful Lovers who can quench the Fire
one Beauty kindles with fome other Obje&t, and
as much in Love as Brilliard was, he found An-
tenet an antidote that difpelled the grofler Part
of it; for the was in Love with our amorous
Friend, and courted him with that Paffion thofe
of that Country do almoft all handfome Stran-
gers; and one copvenient Principle of the Reli-

~ gion of that Country is, to think it no Sin to
be kind while they are fingle Women, tho’ other-
wife (when Wives) they are juft enough, nor
does 2 Woman that manages her Affairs thus dif-
creetly meet with any Reproach; of :this Humour
was our Antanet, who purfued her Lover out,
half jealous there might be fome amorous Intrigue
between her Lady and him, -which fhe fought in
vajn by all the fecble Arts of her Country’s Sex
1o getfrom hun; whiie on the other Side, he be-
lieving the might be of ufe in the farther Difco-
very he defired to make between OZavio, and
Sylvia, nat on‘lz’ told her fhe herfelf was the
Obje& of his Withes, but ﬁave her fubftantial
Proofs on it, and told her his Defign, after having
her Honour for Security that the would-be fecret,
the beft Pledge a Man can take of 2 Woman:
After the had promifed to betray all Things to him,
fhe departed to her .Affairs, and he to giving his
Lord an Account of ta, as he d , ina
Letter which came to him with that of Sphia;
and which was thus;

Pur.
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PHILANDER#%BRILLIARD.

I Doubt not but you will wonder that all this

Time you have not heard of me, nor indeed can
-well excufe it, fince I have been in a Place
whence with Eafe I could have fent every Poft;
-but a new Affair of Gallantry has engaged my
thoughtful Hours, not that I find any Paffion here
that has abated one Sigh for Sylvia; but a2 Man’s
-Hours are very dull, when undiverted by an In-
trigue of fome Kind or other, efpecially to a Heart
young and gay as mine is, and which would not,
if poffible, bend under the Fatigues of more fe-
rious Thought and Bufinefs; Ifhould not tell you
this, but that I would have you feign all the di-
latory Excufes that pofibly you can to' hinder
Syivid’s coming to me, while I remain in this
Town, where I defign to make my Abode but a

4hort Time, and had not ftaid at all, but for tnss -

Stop to my Journey, and I fcorn to be van-

quithed without taking my Revenge; it is a Sally -

of Youth, no more--a Flath, that blazes for a
while, and will go out without Enjoyment. I need
not bid you keep this Knowledge to yourfelf, for
I have had too good a Confirmation o\‘y our Faith
and Friendfhip to doubt you now, and believe you
have too much Refpe& for Syfna to occafion her
-any Difquiet. I long to know how fhe takes my
Abfence, fend me at large of all that paffes, and
give .your Letters to O¢tavio, for none elfe thall
know where I am, or how to fend to me: Be
careful of Sylvia, and obferve her with Diligence,
for poffibly I fhould not be extravagantly afflicted
to find the was inclined to love me lefs for her
own Eafe and mine, fince Love is troublefome

when the Height of it carries it to Jealoufies, lg- .
‘ ' e

4
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tle Quarrels, and eternal Difcontents ; all. which
beginning Lovers prize, and pride themfelves on"
every Diftruft of the fond Miftrefs, fince it is not
only a Demonftration of Love in them, but of
Power and Charms in us that occafion it. But
when we no longer find the Miftre(s fo defirable,
as our firft Withes form her, we value lefs their
“Opinion of our Perfons, and only endeavour to
render it agreeable to new Beauties, and adorn it
for new Conquefts; but you, Brilliard, have been
a Lover, and underftand alread{dthis Philofophy.
T need fay no more. then to a Man who knows
o well my Soul, but to tell him I am his conftant

:F fiend .
S PHILANDER.

- 'This came as Brilliard’s Soul could with, and
had he fent him Word he had been chofen King
of Poland, he could not have received the News
with fo- great Joy, and fo perfe® a Welcome.
How to manage this to his beft Advantage was
-the Bufinefs he was next to confult, after return-
ing an Anfwer; now. he fancied himfelf fure of
the lovely Prize, in Spite of all other Oppofitions :
For (fays he, in reafoning the Cafe) if fbe can by
Degrees arrive to-a Coldnefs to Philander, and
confider bim no longer as a Lover, fhe may perbaps
sonfider me as a Hufband; or fhould fbe receive
OQavio’s Addreffes, when once I have found her
Jeeble, I will make ber pay me for keeping of every
Secret.  So either Way he entertainéd 2 Hope, tho’
_ never fo diftant from Reafon and Probability; but
all Things feem poffible to longing Lovers, who
can on the leaft Hope refolve to outwait even E-
ternity (if poffible) in Expe&ation of'a promifed
Blefling; and now with more than ufual Care
he refolved to drefs, and fet out all his Youth and
Beauty to the beft Advantage; and beingaGentle-
' - : man
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man well born, he wanted no Arts of Drefling,

nor any Advantage of Shape or Mien, to make

it appear well: Pleafed with this Hope, his Art

was now how to make his Advances without ap-

pearing to have defigned doing fo. And firft to

act the Hypocrite with his Lord was his Bufinefs ;

for he confidered rightly, if he thould not reprefent

Sylvia’s Sorrows to the Life, and appear to make

him fenfible of them, he fhould not be after cre-

- dited if he related any Thing to her Difadvantage ;

for to be the greater Enemy, you ought to feem -
tobe the greateft Friend. This was the Policy

of his Heart, who in all Things was infpired with

phanatical Notions. In order to this, being alone
in his Chamber, after the Defeat he had in that

of Sylvia’s, he writ this Letter.

BRILLIARD #0 PHILANDER:
My Lord, : ’
YOU have done me the Honour to make me '

your Confident in an Affair . that does not a
little furprize me; fince I believed, after Sylvia,
no mortal Beauty could have touched your Heart,
and pothing but your own Excufes could have
fufficed to have made it reafonable; and I only
wifh, that when the fatal News fhall arrive to
Sylvia’s Ear (as for me it never fhall) that fhe
may think it as pardonable as I do; but I doubt
it will add Abundancé of Grief to what fhe is al-
ready poflefled of, if but fuch a Fear thould enter
in her tender Thoughts. But fince it is not my
Bufinefs, my Lord, to advife or counfel, but to :
obey, I leave you to all the Succefs of happy -
Love, and will only give you an Account how |
Affairs ftand here, fince your Departure. '

"That Morning you left the Brill, and Sylvia
in Bed, I muft difturb.your more ferene Thougi_xttﬁ
wi
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with telling you, that her firft Surprize and Griefs
at the News of your Departure were moft deplor-
able, where raging Madnefs and the fofter Paf-
fion of Love, Complaints of Grief, and Anger,
Sighs, Tears and Cries were fo mixed together,
and by Turns fo violently feized her, that all about"
her wept and pitied her: It was fad, it was wonder-
ous fad, myLord, tofee it: Nor could we hope
her Life, or that fhe would preferve it if the could; -
for by many Weays the attempted to have releafed
herfelf from Pain by a violent Death, and thofe
that ftrove to preferve that, could not hope the
would ever have returned to Senfe again: Some-
times a wild extravagant Raving would require
all our Aid, and then again fhe would talk and
rail fo tenderly---and exprefs her Refentment in
the kindeft, fofteft Words that ever Madnefs ut-
tered, and all of her Pbilander, till fhe has fet us
all a weeping round her; fometimes the’d fit as
calm an_(r fhll as Death, and we have perceived
fhe lived only by Sighs and filent Tears that fell
into her Bofom; then on a fudden wildly gaze
upon us with Eyes that even then had wondrous
Charms, and frantickly furvey us all, then cry
aloud, Where is my Lord Philander?---Ob, bring
me my Philander,”%rilliard: Ob, Antonet, where
bave you bid the Treafure of my Soul? Then, weep-
ing Floods of Tears, wouldy fink all fainting in
our

Aims. Anon with trembling Words and -

Sighs the’d cry----But ob, my dear Philander is

no more, you bave [urrendered him to France----

Yes, yes, you have grven him upy and be muf} die,

‘ publickly die, be led afad Vietim through the-joyful
Croud---reproached, and [ inglorioufly---—-Then

rave again, and tear her lovely :Hair, and a& fuch

Wildiiefs,---fo moving and fo fad, as even infeted

the pitying Beholders, and all we could do, was

gently to perfuade her Grief, and footh her r;ving

: . its 3
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Fits; but fo we fwore, fo heartily we vowed that
you were fafe, that with the Aid of Ofavio,
who ‘came that Day to vifit her, we made her
capable of hearing a little Reafon from us. Ofavio
kneeled, and begged fhe would but calmly hear
him fpeak, he pawned his Soul, his Honour, and
his Life, Philander was as fafe from any Injury,
cither from Framee, or any other Enemy, as he,
as the, or Heaven itfelf. In fine, my Lord, he
vowed, he fwore, and pleaded, till the with
Patience heard him tell his Story, and the Neceffi-
ty of your Abfence; this brought her Temper
.back, and dried her Eyes, then fighing, anfwered

him-—--that if for your Safety you were fled, fhe
would forgiv{;{o'ur Crudiyénd your db/éfc, .and
endeavour 1o be berftlf again: But then the would
a thoufand Times conjure him not to deceive her
Faith, by all the Friendfbip that he bore Philan-
der, mot to poflefs her with falfe Hopes; then
would he fwear anew; and as he fwore, the would
behold him with fuch charming Sadnefs in her
Eyes that’he almoft forgot what he would fay,
to gaze upon her, and to pafs his Pity. But, if
‘with all his Power of Beauty and of Rhetorick
he left her calm, he was no fooner gone, but
fhe returned to all the Tempefts of defpairing
Love, to all the Unbelief of faithlefs Paffion,would -
neither {leep, nor eat, nor fuffer Day to enter;
but 3]l was fad and gloomy as the Vault that held.-
the "Epbefian Matron, nor fuffered the any to ap-
proach her but her Page, and Count Oftavio, and -
he in the Midft of all was well received: Not that .
I think, my Lord, fhe feigned any Part of that-
- clofe Retirement to entertain him with any Free=
dom, that did not become 2 Woman of perfect
Love and Honour;. tho’I muft own, my Lord,
I'believe it impoffible for him to behold ‘the love-
ly Syluia, without having a Paflion for“;lhcr;
1 ’ a
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What Reftraint his Friendfhip to you may put
upon his Heart or Tongue I know not, but I
conclude him a Lover, though without Succefs;
what Effects that may have upon the Heart of
Sylvia, only Time can render an Account of :
And whofe Condu& 1 fhall the more particularly
obferve from a Curiofity natural to me, to fee if
it may be poffible for 3;1711':: to love again, after
the adorable Philander, which' Levity in one fo
perfe&t would cure me of the Difeafe of Love,.
while I lived amongft the fickle Sex: But fince
no fuch Thought can yet get Pofleflion of my
Belief, I humbly beg your Lordfhip will entertain
no Jealoufy, that may be fo fatal to your Re-
pofe, and to that of Syvia; doubt not but m

Fears proceed perfetly from the Zeal I have for
your Lordfhip, for whofe Honour and Tranquil-
lity none fhall venture fo far as, my Lord, your
Lordfhip’s moft humble and obedient Servant,

BRILLIARD.

POSTSCRIPT

My Loyd, the Groom ]baII Jet forward with your
Coach Horfes to Morrow Morning, according to your
Qrdgr. .

Having writ this, he read it over; not to fee
whether it were witty or eloquent, or writ up to
the Senfe of fo good a Judge as Philander, but
to fee whether he had caft it for his Purpofe; for
there his Mafter-Piece was to be fhewn; and
having read it, he doubted whether the Relation
of Sylia’s Griefs were not téo moving, and
whether they might not ferve to revive his fading
Love, which were intended only 2s a Demon-
ftration of his pwn Pity and Compaffion, that

, ’ . from
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from thence the deceived Lover might with the
more Eafe entertain a Belief in what he hinted of
her Levity, when he was to make that out, as he
now had but touched upon it, for he would not
have it thought the Bufinefs of Malice to Sylvia,
but Duty and Refpe& to Philander : ‘That Thought
reconciled him to the firft Part without Alteration;
and he fancied he had faid enough in the latter,
to give any Man of Love and Senfe a Jealoufy
which might infpire a young Lover in Purfuit of
a new Miftrefs, with a Revenge that might wholly
turn to his Advantage; for now every Ray gave
him Light enough to condu& him to Hope, and
he believed nothing too difficult for his Love,
nor what his Invention could not conquer: He
fancied himfelf a very Machiavel already, and al-
moft promifed himfelf the charming Sylvia. With
thefe Thoughts he feals up his Letters, and haftes
to Sylvia’s Chamber for her farther Commands,
having in his Politick Tranfports forgotten he had
left O&tavio with her. Ofavio, who no fooner
had feen Brilliard quit the Chamber all trembling

"and difordered, after having given him Entrance,

but the next Step was to the Feet of the new re-
covered, languithing Beauty, who not knowing
any Thing of the Freedom the daring Hufband
Lover had taken, was not at all furprized to hear
Ottavis cry (kneeling before her) Ah Madam, I
no longer wonder you ufe O&avio with fuch Rigour;
then fighing declined his melancholy Eyes, where
Love and Jealoufy made themfelves too appa-
rent; while fhe believing he had only reproached
her Want of Ceremony at his Entrance, checking
herfelf, fhe ftarted from the Bed, 7nd taking him
by the Hand to raife him, fhe cried, Rife, my
Lord, and pardom the Omiffin of that Refpect
which was not wanting but with even Life itfelf.
Octavio anfwered, Yes, Madani, but you took -care,

not
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not 1o make the World abfolutely unbappy in your
Eternal Lofs, and therefore made Choice of fuch a
Time to 'die in, when you were fure of a fRilful
Perfon at Hand to bring you back to L‘%'e—--jl@
Lord----faid fhe {with an innocent Wonder in
her Eyes, and an Ignorance that did not appre-
hend him) 7 mean, Brilliard, faid he, whom I found
Jufficiently difordered to make me believe he took ne
little Pains to reflore you to the World again. ‘This
he fpoke with fuch an Air, as eafily made her
imagine he was a Lover to the Degree of Jealou-
fy, and therefore (beholding him with a Look that
told him her Difdain before fhe fpoke) fhe replied
hattily, My Lord, if Brilliard have expreffed, by
any Diforder or Concern, bhis kind Senfe of my Suf-
Jeringsy, I am more obliged to him for ity than I am
to you for your Opinion of my Virtue; and I fhall
hereafter know how to fet a Value both on the one
and the other, fince what he wants in Quality and
Ability to ferve me, bhe fufficiently makes good with
his Refpect and Duty. At that fhe would have
- quitted him, but he (ftill kneeling) held her Train
of her Gown, and befought her, with all the Elo-
quence of moving and petitioning Love, That. fbe
would pardon the Effelt of a Paﬂin that could not
run into lefs Extravagancy at a Sight fo new and
Sirange, as that fbe fhould in a Morning, with only
her Night-Gown thrown loofely about bher lovely
Body, and which left a thoufand Charms to View,
alone recerve a Man into her Chamber, and make faft
the Door upon them, which when (from his Impor-
tunity) it was opened he found ber all ruffled, and
almoft fainting on ber Bed, and a young bluffing
Youth flart from her Arms,” with trembling Limbs,
and a Heart that beat Time to the Tune of altive
Love, faultring in bis Speech; as if /am'e yet be
kad recruited the Senfe he had fo bappily loff in the
amarous Encounter : - With that, furveying of her-
felf,
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felf, as fhe ftood, in a great Glafs, which fhe
could not hinder herfelf from doing, fhe found in-
deed her Night-Linen, her Gown; and the Bofom
of her Shift in fuch Diforder, as, if at leaft fhe
had yet any Doubt remaining that Brilliard had
not treated her well; fhe however found Caufe
. enough to excufe OciZavis’s Opinion: Weighing
all the Circumflances together, and adjufting her
Linen and Gown with Blufhes that almoft ap-
peared Criminal, fhe turned to Oéavio, who ftill
held her, and ftill begged her Pardon, afluring him,
upon her Honour, her Love to Philander, and
her Friendfhip for him, that fhe was perfeétly in-
nocent, and that Brilliard, though he fhould have
Quality and all other Advantages which he wanted
to render him acceptable, yet there was in Nature
fomething which compelled her to a Sort of Cold-
nefs and %ifguﬁ to his Perfon; for fhe had fo
much the more Abhorrence to him_as he was a
Hufband, but that was a Secret to Offavio; but
the continued fpeaking----and cried, No, could I
be brought to yield to any but Philander, I own I
Jind Charms enough in O&avio to make a Conguefl;
but fince the quyion of that dear Man is all 1
afk of Heaven, charge my Soul with a Crime,
when I but bear Love from any other, therefore I
conjure you, if youw have any Satisfattion in my
Cunverfationy, never to [peak of Love mors to me,
Jor if you doy Honour will oblige me to make Vows
againft feeing you: Al the Freedoms of Friendfbip
I will allow, give you the Liberties'of a Brother, ad-
mit you alone by Night, or any Way but that of
Love; but that is a Referve ;f my Soul which is
only for Philander, and the only one that ever fhall
be kept from OQavio. She ended fpeaking, and
raifed him with a Smile ; and he with 2 Sigh told
her, fbe mz{zﬁl command: Then fhe fell to teling
him how fhe had fent forIBriIIiard, and allDthe

- : 2 if-
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Difcourfe that pafled; with the Reafon of her
falling into a Swoon, in which fhe  continued a
Moment or two and while fhe told it the blufhed
with a fecret Fear, that in that Trance fome
Freedoms might be taken which the durft not
confefs : But while fhe fpoke, our ftill more paf-
fionate Lover devoured her with his Eyes, fixed
his very Soul upon her Charms of fpeaking and
looking, and was a thoufand Times (urged by
tranfporting Paffion) ready to break all her Dic-
tates, and vow himfelf her eternal Slave; but he
feared the Refult, and therefore kept himfelf with-
in the Bounds of feeming Friendfhip; fo that af-
ter a thoufand Things fhe faid of Philander, he
took his Leave to go to Dinner; but as he was
going out he faw Brilliard enter, who, as I faid,
had forgot he left OfZavio with her; but in a Mo-
- ment recolle@ing himfelf, he bluthed at the Appre-
henfion, that they might make his Diforder the
Subjeét of their Difcourfe ; fo what with that, and
the Sight of the dear Obje& of his late difappointed
Pleafures, he had much ado to aflume an Aflu-
rance to approach; but Ofavio pafled out, and
gave him a little Releafe. Sylvia’s Confufion was
almoft equal to his, for fhe looked on him as a
Ravifher; but how to find that Truth, which fhe
was very curious to know, fhe called up all the
Arts of Women to inftruét her in; by Threats
fhe knew it was in vain, therefore the-aflumed an
Artifice, which indeed was almoft a Stranger to
her Heart, that of jilting him out of a Secret
which the knew he wanted Generofity to give
handfomely; and meeting him with a Smile,
which fhe forced, fhe cried, How now, Brilliard,
are you fo faint-hearted a Soldier, you cannot [ee
a Lady die without being terrified? Rather, Ma-
dam, (replied he bluthing anew) /o foft-hearted, I
canrot fee the lovelieft Perfon in the World faint-

ing
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ing in my Arms, without being difordered with Grief
and Fear, beyond the Power of many Days to rj{étile
again. At which fhe approached him, who ftood
near the Door, and fhutting it, the took him by
the Hand, and fmiling, cried, And had you no
other Bufinefs for your Heart but Grief and Fear,
when a fair Lady throws herfelf into your Arms?
It ought to have bad fome kinder Effect on a Per-
Jon ;f Brilliard’s Youth and Complexion. And while
the fpoke this fhe held him by the Wrift, and found
on the fudden his Pulfe to beat more high, and
his Heart to heave his Bofom with Sighs, which
now he no longer took care to hide, but with
a tranfported Joy, he cried, O Madam, do not
urge me to a Confeffion that mufi undo me, with-
out making it crimnal by my Difcovery of it; you
know I am your Slave-----when fhe with a pretty
wondering Smile, cried----?hat, a Lover too, and
yet fo dull! Ob charming Sylvia, (fays he, and fal-
ling on his Knees) give my profound Refpeli a kind-
er Name: To which fhe anfwered,-----You that
know your Sentiments may befl inflruit me by what
Name to call them, and you Brilliard may do it
without Fear----You faw I did not firuggle in your
Arms, nor flrove 1 to defend the Kiffes which
you gave-—-~ O Heavens, cried he, tranfported with
what the faids is it poffible that you coyld know of
my Prefumption, and [/a'uour it too? I will no longer
then curfe thofe unlicky Stars that fent O&avio
jul in the Blefed Minute to fnatch me from my
Heaven, the lovely Viétim lay ready for the Sacri-
JSices all prepared to offer; my Hands, my Eyes, my
Lips were tired with Pleafure, but yet they were
not fatisfied; oh there was Foy beyond thofe Ra-
vifbments, of which one kind Minute more bhad
made me abfolute Lord: Yes, and the next, faid
the, had fent this to your Heart-----fnatching a
Penknife that lay on her Toylet, where fhe had

I3 . been
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been writing, which fthe offered {o near to his Bo-
fom, that he believed himfelf already pierced, fo
fenfibly killing her Words, her Motion, and her
Look; he ftarted from her, and fhe threw away
the Knife, and walked 2 Turn or two about the
Chamber, while he ftood immoveable, with his
Eyes fixed on the Earth, and his Thoughts on
nothing but a wild Confufion, which he vowed
afterwards he could give no Account of. But as
the turned fhe beheld him with fome Compaffion,
and remembring how he had it in his Power to
expofe her in a ftrange Country, and own her
for a Wife, fhe believed it neceffary to hide her
Refentments; and cried, Brilliard, for the Friend-
Jbip your Lord has for you I forgive you; but
have a Care you mever raife your Thoughts to a
Prefumption of that Nature more: Do not hope I
will ever fall” below Philander’s Love; go and re-
pent your Crime----and expelt all Things elfe from
my Faveur----At this he left her with a Bow that
had fome Malice in it, and fhe returned into her
Drefling-Room.---After Dinner Oftavio writes her
this Letter, which his Page brought.

OcTAVIO f0 SYLVIA.

Madam,\

DT IS ttue, thatin Obedience to your Commands,

I begged your Pardon for the Confeffion 1
made you of my Paffion: But fince you could
not but fee the Contradiétion of my Tongue in
my_.Eyes, and hear it but too well confirmed by

. my Sighs, Why will you confine me to the For-

malities of a filent Languithment, unlefs to en-

creafe my Flame with my Pain? :
You conjure me to fee you often, and at the
fame Time forbid me fpeaking my Paffion, Znﬁd
s
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this bold Intruder comes to tell you now, it is:
impoffible to obey the firft, without difobliging
the laft; and fince the Crime of adoring you ex-
ceeds my Difobedience in not waiting on you,
be pleafed at leaft to pardon that Fault, which my
profound Refpe&t to the lovely Sylvia makes me
commit; for it is impoffible to fee you, and not
give you an Occafion of reproaching me: If I
could make a Truce with my Eyes, and, likea
mortified Capuchin, look always downwards, not
daring to behold the glorious "lzemptations of your
Beauty, yet you wound a thoufand Ways belzles;
your Touches inflame me, and your Voice has Mu-
fick in it, that ftrikes upon my Soul with ravifh-
ing Tendernefs; your Wit is unrefiftible and
piercing ; your very Sorrows and Complaints have
Charms that make me foft without the Aid of
Love: But Pity joined with Paffion raifes 2 Flame
too mighty for my Condué&! And'I in Tran-
fports every Way confefs it: Yes, yes, upbraid me,
call me ?‘raitor and Ungrateful, tell me my
. Friendfhip is falfe; but, Sylvia, yet be juft, and
fay my Love was true, fay only he had feen the
charming Sylvia; and who is he, that after that
would not excufe the reft in one fo abfolutely
born to be undone by Love, as is her deftined
Slave,

OCTAVIO.

POSTSCRIPT.

Moadam, among [ome. Rarities I this Morning
Jaw, I found thefe Trifles Florio brings you, which-
becaufz uncommon I prefume to fend you.

Sylvia, notwithftanding the feeming Severity of
her Commands, was well enough pleafed to be
difobeyed; and Women never pardon any Fault

I4 mere
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more willingly than one of this Nature, where
the Crime gives fo infallible a Demonftration of
their Power and Beauty; nor can any of their Sex
be angry in their Hearts for being thought defira-
ble; and it was not with Pain that the faw him
obftinate in his Paffion, as you may believe by
her anfwering his Letters, nor ought any Lover
to defpair when he receives Denial under his Mi-
firefs’s own Hand, which fhe fent in this to
Oétavio.

"SyrviAfoOcTAVIO,

YOU but ill judge of my Wit, or Humour,

O¢tavio, when you fend me fuch a Prefent,
and fuch a Billet, if you believe I either receive
the one, or the other, as you defigned: In Obe-
dience to me you will no more tell me of your
Love, and yet at the fame Time you are breaking
your Word from one End’ of the Paper to the
other. Out of Refpect to me you will fee me
no more, and yet are bribing me with Prefents,
believing you have found out the fureft Way to a
Woman’s Heart. I muft needs confefs, Oé&tavio,
there is great Eloquence in-a Pair of Bracelets of
five thoufand Crowns: It is an Argument to prove
your Paflion, that has more prevailing Reafon in it,
than either Seneca or Tully could have urged ; nor
can a Lover write ,or fpeak in any Language fo
fignificant, ard very well to be underftood, as in
that filent one of Prefenting. The malicious World
has a long Time agreed to reproach poor Women
with cruel, unkind, infenfible, and dull; when
indeed it is thofe Men that are in Fault who want
the right Way of addrefling, the true and fecret
Arts of moving, that fovereign Remedy againft
Difdain. It is you alone, my Lord, like a young
Columbus, that have found the diret, unpradlifed

Way

’
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Way to that little and fo much defired World,
the {‘avour of the Fair; nor could Love himfelf
have pointed his Arrows with any Thing more
fuccefsful for his Conqueft of Hearts: But mine,
my Lord, like Sceva’s Shield, is already fo full
of Arrows, fhot from Philander’s Eyes, it has no
Room for any other Darts: Take back your Pre-
fents then, my Lord, and when you make them
next be fure you firft confider the Receiver: For
know, Ofavie, Maids of my. Quality ought to
find themfelves fecure from Addrefles of this Na-
‘ture, unlefs they firft invite. You ought to have
feen Advances in my Freedoms, Confenting in
my Eyes, or (that ufual Vanity of my Sex) a
thoufand little trifling Arts of Affe&tation to fur-
nith out a Conqueft, a forward Complaifance to
every gaudy Coxcomb, to fill my Train with
amourous cringing Captives, this might have jufti-
fied your Pretenfions; but on the contrary, my
Eyes and Thoughts, which never ftrayed from the
dear Man 1 love, were always bent to Earth when
gazed upon by you; and when I did but fear you
looked with Love, I entertained you with Philan-
der’s Praife, his wondrous Beauty, and his wond-
rous Love, and left nothing untold that might
confirm you how much impoffible it was, I ever
fhould love again, that I mightleave you no Room
. for Hope; and fince my Story has been fo unfor-
tunate to alarm the whole world with a Conduét
fo fatal, I made no Scruple of telling you with
what Joy and Pride I was undone ; if this encourage
you, if Oftavio have Sentiments fo meanly poor
of me, to think becaufe I yielded to Philander,
his Hopes fhould be advanced, I banifh him for
ever from my Sight, and .after that difdain the lit-
tle Service he can render the never to be altered
SYLVIA.

I 5 This
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This Letter the fent him back by his Page, but
not the Bracelets, . which were indeed very fine,
and very confiderable: Atthefame Time fhe threat-
ened him with Banithment, fhe fo abfolutely ex-
pe&ed to be difobeyed in all Things of that Kind,
¢hat fhe drefled herfelf that Day to Advantage,
which fince her Arrival fhe had never done in her
own Habits: What with her Illnefs, and Ph:i-
lander’s Abfence, a carelefs Negligence had feized
her, till rouzed and weakened to the Thoughts of
Beauty by Oftavic’s Love, fhe began to try its
Force, and that Day drefled. While fhe was fo
employed, the Page haftes with the Letter to his
Lord, who changed Colour at the Sight of it ere
he received it; not that he hoped it brought Love,
it was enough fhe would but anfwer, though the
railed: Let %er (faid he opening it) vow fbe hates
me: Let ber call me Traytor, and Unjufft, fo fhe
2ake the Pains'to tell it this Way; for he knew well
thofe that argue will yield, and only the that fends

. him back his own Letters without reading them

can give Defpair. He read therefore without a
Sigh, nor complained he on her Rigours; and be-
caufe it was too early yet to make his Vifit, to
fhew the Impatience of his Love, as much as the
Reality and Refolution of it, he bid his Page wait,
and fent her back this Anfwer. )

OcTAviofo SyrLv1yaA.

FAIR angry Sylvia, how has my Love offend-

ed? Has its Excefs betrayed the leaft Part of
that Refpect due to your Birth and Beauty? Tho’
1 am young as the gay ruddy Morning,  and vi-
gorous as the gilded Sun at Noon, and amorous
as that God, when with fuch Hafte he chafed

me
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me guilty of a Thought that Sy/via might not pity
and allow. Ner came that trifling Prefent to plead
for any Wifh, or mend my Eloquence, which
fou with fuch Difdain upbraid me with; the Brace-
ets came not to be rafled for your Love, nor
Pimp to my Defires; Youth fcorns thofe common
Aids; no, let dull Age purfue thofe Ways of -
Merchandife, who only buy up Hearts at that vain
Price, and never make a Byarter, but a Purchafe.
Youth has a better Way of Trading in Love’s Mar-~
kets, and you have taught me too well to judge
of, and to value Beauty, to dare to bid fo cheaply
forit: I found the Toy was gay, the Work was
neat, and Fancy new; and know not any Thing
they would fo well adorn as Sylvia’s lovely Hands :
1 fay, if after this I thould have been the mercenary
Fool to have dunned you for Return, you might
have ufed mre thus----éondemn me ere you find
.me fin in Thought! That Part of it was yet fo far
behind it was fcarce arrived in Wifh. You fhould
have ftaid till it approached more near, before you
damned it to eternal Silence. To love, to h)éh,
to weep, to pray, and to complain; why one may
be allowed it in Devotion; but you, nicer than
Heaven itfelf, make that a Crime, which all the
Powers divine have never decreed one. I will not
plead, nor afk you Leave to love; Love is my
Right, my Bufinefs, and my Province; the Em-
pire of the Young, the Vigorous, and the Bold;
and I will claim my Share; the Air, the Groves,
the Shades are mine to figh in, as well as your
Philander’s; the Echoes anfwer me as willingly,
when I complain, or Name the cruel Sylvia;
Fountains receive my Tears, and the kind Spring’s
Reflexion agreeably flatters me to hope, and makes
me vain enough to think it juft and reafonable I
fhould purfue the Dictates of my Soul----Love
.onin Spite of Oppoﬁtioh,l bgcaufel will not lofe
s my
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my Privileges; you may forbid me naming it to
you, in that I can obey, becaufe Ican; but not
to love! Not to adore the Fair! And not to lan-
guifh for you, were as impoflible as for you not
to be lovely, not to be the moft charming of your
Sex. But I am fo far from a pretending Fool,
becaufe you have been poflefled, that often that
Thought comes crofs my Soul, and checks my
advancing Love; and Iwould buy that Thought
off with almoft all my Share of future Blifs!
Were I a God, the ﬁr{{ great Miracle fhould be
to form you a Maid again: For oh, whatever
Reafons flattering Love can bring to make it look
likejuft, the World! The World, fair Sylvia, ftill
will cenfure, and fay---you were to blame; but
it was that Fault alone that made you mortal, we

elfe fhould lave adored you as a Deity, and fo -

‘have loft a generous Race of Young fucceeding
Heroes that may be born of you! Yet had Phi-
lander loved but half fo well as I, he would have
kept your glorious Fame entire; but fince alone

for Sylvia 1 love Sylvia, let her be falfe to Ho-,

nour, falfe to Love, wanton and proud, ill-natured,
vain, fantaftick, or what is worfe---let her purfue
her Love, be conftant, and fill doat upon Phi-
lander---Yet ftill fhe will be the Syfvia I adore, that

Sylvia born eternally to inflave
OCTAVIO.

This he fent by Florio his Page, at the fame Time
that fhe expected the Vifit of his Lord, and bluthed
with a little Anger and Concernat the Difappoint-
ment ; hewever fhe hafted to read the Letter, and
was pleafed with the haughty Refolution he made
in Spite of her, to love on as his Right by Birth;
and fhe was glad to find from thefe pofitive Re-
folves that fhe might the more fafely difdain, or
at leaft affume a Tyranny which might render her

1 Vir-

- e A
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Virtue glorious, and yet at the fame Time keep
him her Slave on all Occafions when fhe might
have need of his Service, which, in the Circum-
ftances fhe was in, fhe did not know of what great
Ufe it might be to her, the having no other Defign
on him, bating the little Vanity of her Sex, which
is an Ingredient fo intermixed with the greateft
Virtues of Womenkind, that thofe who endeavour
to cure them of that Difeafe rob them of a very con-
fiderable Pleafure, and in moft it is incurable: Give
Sylvia then Leave to fhare it with her Sex, fince
fhe was fo much the more excufable, by how
much a greater Portion of Beauty the had than
any other, and had Senfe enough to know it too;
as indeed whatever other Knowledge they want,
they have ftill enough to fet a Price on Beauty,
though they do not always rate it; for had Sylvia
done that, fhe had been the Happieft of her Sex:
But as the was fthe waited the Coming of O&avio,
but not fo as to make her quit one fad Thought
for Philander’s Love and Vanity, though they both
reigned in her Soul; yet the firft furmounted the
laft, and fhe grew to impatient Ravings whenever
the caft 2 Thought upon her Fear that Philander
grew cold; and poffibly Pride and Vanity had as
great a Share in that Concern of her’s as Love it-
felf, for the would oft furvey herfelf in her Glafs,
and cry, Gods! Can this Beauty be defpifed? This
Shape! This Face! This Youth! This Air ! And what’s
more obliging yet, a Heart that adores the Fugitive,.
that languifbes and Sighs after the dear Runaway.
Is it poffible be can find a Beauty, added fhe, Zf
greater Perfection--—But ob, it is Fancy fets the
Rate on Beauty, and he may as well love a third
Time as be bas a fecond. For in Love, thofe that
once break the Rules and Laws of that Dety, /et
no Bounds to their Treafons and Difobedience. Yes,
yes-——=-would fhe cry, He that could kave M.{'lr-

o tilia,
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tylla, the fair, the young, the noble, chafle and {Zmd
Myrtilla, what after that may henot do to Sylvia,
on whom be has lefi Ties, lefi Obligations? QO
wretched Maid—-what has thy Fondnefs done, be is
Jatiated now with thee, as before with Myrtilla, and
carries all thofe dear, thofe charming Foys, to fome
mew Beauty, whom bis Looks have conquered, and
whom bis foft bewitching Vows will ruin. With
that fhe raved and ftamped, and cried aloud, Hell
w~-ee-Fires-=---Tortures-----Daggers——--Racks and
Poifon--—-come all to my Relief! Revenge me on
the perjured lovely Devil----But I will be brave—--
I will be brave and hate him-----This the fpoke
in a Tone lefs fierce, and with great Pride, and
had not paufed and walked above a hafty Turn or
two, but Ofavie, as impatient as Love could
make him, entered the Chamber, fo drefled, fo
fet out for Conqueft, that I wonder at nothing
more than that Sylvia did not find him altogether
charming, and fit for her Revenge, who was formed
by Nature for Love, and had all that could render
him the Dotage of Women: But where a Heart
is prepofleffed, all that is beautiful in any other
Man ferves but as an ill Comparifon to what it
loves, and even Pbhilander’s Likenefs, that was
not indeed Philander, wanted the Secret to charm.
At Ofavic’s Entrance fhe was fo fixed on her
Revenge of Love, that the did not fee him, who
prefented himfelf as fo proper an Inftrument, till
he firft fighing fpoke, Ah, Sylvia, fball I never
Jee that Beauty ealy more? Shall I never fee it re-
conciled to Content, and a foft. Calmnefs fixed upon
_ thofa Eyes, which were formed for Looks all tender

and ferene; or are they refolved (continued he
fighing) never to appear but in Storms when I ap-
proach?- Yes, replied the, when there is a Calm of
Love in yours that raifes it. Will you confine my
Eyes, faid he, that are by Nature foft? May not
) ' their

.
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their fllent Language tell you my Heart’s fad Story ?
But ﬁxe replied with a Sigh, I is m{ gmeroz_/&
dme, O&avio, thus to purfue a poor unguarded
Maid, Igi to your Care, your Prmfe}:aa Friendfbip.
Ab, will you ufe Philander with fuch Treachery ?
Sylvia, faid he, my Flame is fo jufl and.reafonable,
that I dare even to bim pronounce I love you; and
after that dare love you on---And would you (faid
e) to fatisfy a little fhort-lived Paffion, fo:(eit
%Vow: you have made of Friendfbip to Philander?
Heart that loves you, Sylvia, (he replied)
cannot be guilty of fo bafe a Thought; Philander is
my Friend, and as be 15 fo, fball know the deareft
Secrets of my Soul. I fhould believe myfelf indeed
ungrateful (continued he) wherever I loved, fhould
I not tell Philander; be told me frankly all his Soul,

.bis Loves, bis Gri??, bis Treafons, and Efcapes,

and in Return I will pay bhim back with mine. And
ds. you imagine (faid tfhe) that he would permit
your Love? How fhould be bhinder me? (replied
he.) I db believe (faid the) be'd forget all bis

'Safety and bis Friendlbip, and fight you: Then Pd

defend myfelf, (faid he) if he were fo ungrateful.
hile they thus argued, Sy/via had her Thoughts
apart, on the little Stratagems that Women in

-Love fometimes make ufe of; and Ofavio no

fooner told her he would fend Philander Word
of his Love, but fhe imagined that fuch a Know-
ledge might retrieve the Heart of her Lover, if
indeed it were on the Wing, and revive the dying
Embers in his Soul, as ufually it does from fuch
Occafions; and on the other Side the thought that
fhe might more allowably receive Ofavio’s- Ad-
drefles, when they were with the Permiffion of
Philander, if he could love fo well to permit
it; and if he could not, fhe fhould have the Joy
to undeceive her Fears of his Inconitancy, though

“fhe banithed for ever the agrecable Offavio; fo that

on
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on O&avid’s farther urginid the Neceffity of his
iving Philander that fure Mark of his Friendfhip
e permitted him to write, which he immediately
did on her Table, where there fteod a little Sil-
ver Scrutore which contained all Things for his

Purpofe.

OcTAvViOo 7o PHILANDER.

My Lord,

S INCE I have vowed you my eternal Friend-
thip, and that I abfolutely believe myfelf ho-
noured with that of your’s, I think myfelf obliged
by thofe powerful Ties to let you know my Heart,
not only now as that Friend from whom I ought
to conceal nothing, but as a Rival too, whom in
Honour I ought to treat as a generous one : Per-
haps you will be fo unkind as to fay I cannot be
a Friend and a Rival at the fame Time, and that
Almighty Love, that fets the World at odds,
chafes all Things from the Heart where that reigns,
to eftablith itfelf the more abfolutely there ; but,
my Lord, Iavow mine a Love of that Good-
nature, that can endure the equal Sway of Friend-
thip, where like two perfe&t Friends they fupport
each other’s Empire there; nor can the Glory of
one eclipfe that of the other, but both, Iike the
Notion we have of the Deity, though two diftin&
Paffions, make but one in my Soul; and though
Friendfhip firft entered, twas in vain, I called it to
my Aid, at the firft foft Invafion of Sylviz’s Power ;
and you, my charming Friend, are the moft oblig’d
to pity me, who already know fo well the Force
of her Beauty, I would fain have you think, I
ftrove at firft with all my Reafon againft the irre-
fiftible Luftre of her Eyes: And at the firft Affaults
of Love, I gave him not a Welcome to my Bo-

’ fom,
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fom, but like Slaves unufed to Fetters, ¥ grew
fullen with my Chains, and wore them for your
Sake uneafily. I thought it bafe to look upon the
Miftrefs of my Friend with withing Eyes; but
fofter Love foon furnithed me with Arguments to
juftify nF':y Claim, fince Love is not the Choice
but the Face of the Soul, who feldlom regards the
Objeét lov’d as it.is, but as it withes to have it be,
anc; then kind Fancy makes it foon the fame.
Love, that almighty Creator of Something from
Nothing, forms a Wit, a Heroe, or a Beauty, Vir-
tue, good Humour, Honour, any Excellence,
when oftentimes there is neither in the Obje&, but
where the agreeing World has fixed all thefe; and
fince it is by all refolved, (whether they Love or not)
that this is the, you ought no more, Philander,
to upbraid my Flame, than to wonder atit: It
is enough T tell you that it is Sylvia to juftify my
Paflion; nor is it a Crime that I confefs I love,
fince it can never rob Philander of the leaft Part
of what I have vowed him: Or if his mere Honour
will believe me guilty of a Fault, let this atone
for all, that if I wrong my Friend in loving Sylvia,
I right him in defpairing; for oh, I am repulfed
with all the Rigour of the Coy and Fair,with all the
little Malice of the witty Sex, and all the Love of
Sylvia to Philander----"There, there is the Stop to
all my Hopes and Happinefs, and ?'ct by Heaven
I love thee, oh thou favoured Rival !

After this frank Confeffion, my -Philander, 1
fhould be glad to hear your Sentiment, fince yet,
in Spite of Love, in Spite of Beauty, I am refolved
" to die Philander’s conftant Friend,

OCTAVIO.

After he had writ this, ke gave it to Sylvia: See
charming Creature (faid he in delivering it) if af~
ter this you cither doubt my Love, or what I dare

for
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Jfor Sylvia. I neither receive it (faid the) as a Pooof
of the ome or the other ; but rather that you believe,
by this frank Cogé]ion, to render it as a Piece of
Gallantry and Dsverfion to Philander; for no Man

of S;}{e will imagine that love true, or arrived to

any Height, that makes a publick Corz‘e on of it to
bis Rival. Ab, Sylvia, anfwered he, how mali-

“tous is your Wit, and how altive to turn its pointed
Mifchief on me! Had I npt writ, you would have
Jaid Idurft not; and when I make a Declaration
%‘ ity you call it only a flight Piece of Gallantry :

ut, Sylvia, you have Wit enough to try it a thous
Jand Ways, and Power enough to make me obey;
Ze the Extremity of both, fo you recompenfe me at
aff with a Confelfion that I was at leaft £rozmd
worthy to be numbered in. the Croud of your Adorers.
Sylvia replied, He twere a dull Lover indzed, that
would need Infirutions from the Wit of bis Mi-
Sirefs to give her Praq:/;

Opinion_you have of my Senfe, I bave too good a
one of O&avio’s to believe, that when be is a Lover
he will want Aidsto make it appear ; till then we will
let that Argument alme, and confider his Addrefs
to Philander. She then read over the Letter he
had trit, which fhe liked very well for her Pur-
pofe; for at this Time our young Dutch Heroe was
made a_Property of, in order to her Revenge on
Philander : She told him, He bad faid too much
bath for bimfelf and ber. He told her, He bad
declared nothing with his Pen, that be would mot
make good with his Sword. Hold, Sir, faid fhe,
and do not imagine from the Freedom you have taken
in owning your Paffion to Philander, that I fhall
allow it here: What you declare to_the World is
your own Crime ; but when I hear it, it is no lon-
ger yours but mine; I therefore comjure you, my

" Lord, not to charge my Soul with fo great a Sin

againft Philander, and I confefs to you, I fball ﬁb; i I;
: te

of bis Pqﬁ:; whatever
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[initely troubled to be obliged to banifb you my Sight for
ever. He heard her, and anfwered with a Sigh ;
for the went from him to the Table, and fealed
her Letter, and gave it him to be inclofed to Phi-
lander, and left him to confider on her laft Words,
which he did not lay to Heart, becaufe he fancied
fhe fpoke this as Women do that will be won with
Induftry: He, in ftanding up as fhe went from
him, faw himfelf in the great Glafs, and bid his
Perfon anfwer his Heart, which from every View
he took was reinforced with new Hape, for he
was too good a Judge of Beaut; not to find it in
every Part of his own amiable Perfon, nor could
he imagine from Sylvia’s Eyes, which were natu-
rally foft and languithing, (and now the more
fo from her Fears and Jealoufies) that fhe meant
from her Heart the Rigours the expreflfed: Much
he allowed for his fhort Time of Courtthip, much
to her Sex’s Modefty, much from her Quality,
and very much from her Love, and imagined it
muft be only Time and Affiduity, Opportunity and
obftinate Paffion, that were capable of reduc-
ing her to break her Faith with Pbhilander;
he therefore endeavour’d by all the good Drefling, -
the Advantage of lavith Gaiety, to render his Per-
fon agreeable, and by all the Arts of Gallantry to
charm her with his Converfation, and when he
could handfomely bring in Love, he failed not to
touch upon it as far as it would be permitted, and
every Day had the Vanity to fancy he made fome
Advances; for indeed every Day more and more
the found fhe might have ufe for fo confiderable
_ a Perfon, fo that one may very well fay, never .
any pafled their Time better than Sylvia and Ofa-
vio, though with different Ends. All he had now to
fear was from the Anfwer Philander’s Letter
fhould bring, for whom he had, in Spite of Love,
fo intire a Friendfhip, that he even doubted whem;; )
: i
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(i Philander could urge Reafons potent enough)
he thould not chufe to die and quit Sylvig, rather
than be falfe to Friendfhip; one Poft paft, and
another, and fo eight fucceflive ones, before they
received one Word of Anfwer to what they fent ;
fo that Sylvia, who was the moft impatient of her
Sex, and the moft in Love, was raving and aéing
all the Extravagance of Defpair, and even Ofavio
now became lefs pleafing, yet he failed not to vifit
her every Day, to fend her rich Prefents, "and to
fay all that a fond Lover, or a faitful Friend
might urge for her Relief: At laft OcZavio received
this following Letter.

PuiLANDER 20 OcTAVIO,

OU have fhewed, Ofavio, a Freedom fo ge-
nerous, and fo beyond the ufual Meafures of

a Rival, that it were almoft Injuftice in me not to
permit you to love on; if Sylvia can be falfe to
me, and all her Vows, “fhe is not worth preferv-
ing; if fhe prefer Oftavio to Philander, then he
has greater Merit, and deferves her beft: But if
on the contrary fhe be juft, if the be true, and
-conftant, I cannot fear his Love will injure me,
fo either Way Ofavio has my Leave to love
the charming Sylvia; alas I know her Power,
and do not wonder at thy Fate! For it is as na-
tural for her to conquer, as ‘tis for Youth to yield ;
oh, fhe has Fafcination in her Eyes! A Spell upon
her Tongue, her Wit’s a Philter, and her Air and
Motion all Snares for heedlefs Hearts; her very
Faults have Charms, her Pride, her Peevithnefs,
and her Difdain, have unrefifted Power. Alas,
you find it every Day-----and every Night fhe
fweeps the Tour along and fhews the Beauty,
fhe inflaves the. Men, and rivals all the Wonll-;n!
ow
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How oft with Pride and Anger I have feen it}
and was the inconfidering Coxcomb then to rave
and rail at her, to curfe her Charms, her fair in-
viting and perplexing Charms, and bullied every
Gazer: By Heaven I could not fpare a Smile, a
Look, and fhe has fuch a lavith Freedom in her
Humour, that if you chance to love as I have
done----it will furely make thee mad; if the but
talked aloud, or put her little AffeGtation on, to
fhow the Force of Beauty, oh God! How loft in
Rage! How mad with Jealoufy, was my fond
breaking Heart! My Eyes grew fierce, and cla-
morous my Tongue! And I have fcarce contained
myfelf from hurting what I fo much adored; but
then the fubtle Charmer had fuch Arts to flatter
me to Peace again----to clafp her lovely Arms
about my Neck----to figh a thoufand dear con-
firming Vows into my Bofom, and kifs, and .
fmile, and fwear---and take away my Rage,----
and then---oh my Ofavio, no human Fancy can
prefent the Joy of the dear reconciling Moment,
where little Quarrels raifed the Rapture higher, -
and fhe was always new. Thefe are the wondrous
Pains, and wondrous Pleafures that Love by Turns
infpires, till it grows wife by Time and Repeti-
tion, and then the God afflumes a ferious Gra-
yity, Enjoyment takes off the uneafy Keennefs of
the Paffion, the little jealous Quarrels rife no more ;
Quarrels, the very Feathers of Love’s Darts, that
fend them with more Swiftnefs to the Heart; and
when they ceafe, your Tranfports leflen too, then
we grow reafonable, and confider; we love with
Prudence then, as Fencers fight with Foils; a
fullen Brufh perhaps fometimes or fos but nothing
that can touch the Heart, and when we are arrived
to love at that dull, eafy Rate, we never die of
that Difeafe; then we have Recourfe to all the little
Arts, the Aids of Flatterers, and dear Diffimula-

- tion,
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tion (that Help-meet to the Luke-warm Lover) to
keep up a good Chara&ter of Conftancy, and a
right Underﬁandinf.

Thus, Ofavio, I have ran through both the De-

ees of Love; which I have taken fo often, that

am grown moft learned and able in the Art;
my eafy Heart is of the Conftitution of thofe,
whom frequent Sicknefs renders apt to take Re-
lapfes from every little Caufe, or Wind that blows
too fiercely on them ; it renders itfelf to the fuft
Effe&ts of new furprizing Beau?', and finds fuch
Pleafure in beginnjng Paffion, fuch dear Delight
of fancying new Enjoyment, that all paft Loves,
paft Vows and Obligations, have Power to bind
no more; no Pity, no Remorfe, no threatening
Danger invades my amorous Courfe ; I fcour
along the Flow’ry ;lains of Love, view-all the
charming Profpet at a Diftance, which reprefents
itfelf all gay and glorious! And long to lay me
down, to ftretch and bafk in thofe dear Joys that
Fancy makes fo ravifhing: Nor am I one of thofe
" dull whining Slaves, whom Quality or my Re-
fpeét can awe into a filent Cringer, and no more;
no, Love, Youth, and oft Succefs has taught me -
Boldpefs and Art, Defire and Cunning to attack,
to fearch the feeble Side of Female Weaknefs,
and there to play Love’s Engines; for Women
will be won, they will, Ofavio, if Love and Wit
find any Opportusity.

Perhaps, my Friend, you are wondering now,
what this Difcourfe, this odd Difcovery of my
own Inconftancy tends to? Then fince I cannot
better pay you back the Secret you had told me
of your Love, than by another of my own; take
this Confeffion from thy Friend---I love!---lan-
guith! And am dying,---for a new Beauty. To
you, Oavio, you.that have lived twenty dull te-
dious Years, and never underftood the Myftery of

b _ Love,
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Love, till Sylvia taught you to adore, this Change
may feem a2 Wonder; you that have lafily run
more than half your Youth’s gay Courfe of Life
away, without the Pleafure of one nobler Hour
of mine; who, like a Mifer, hoard your facred
Store, or fcantily have dealt it but to one, think
me a lavith Prodigal in Love, and gravely will
reproach me with %nconﬂancy—--—but ufe me like
a Friend, and hear my Story.

It happened in my laft Day’s Journey on the
Road I overtook 2 Man of Quality, for fo his
"Equipage confefled; we joined and fell into Dif-
courfe of manyThings indifferent, till, from a Chain
of one Thing to another, we chanced to talk of

_ France, and of the Faétions there, and I foon found

him a Cegzrian; for he grew hot with his Concern
for that Prince, and fiercely owned his Intereft:
This pleafed me, and I grew familiar with him;
and I pleafed him fo well in my Deyotion for Ce-
fario, that being -arrived at Collen he invites me
Home to his Palace, which he begged I would
make ufe of as my own during my Stay at Collen.
Glad of the Opportunity I obeyed, and foon in-
formed myfelf by a Spanifh elxage (that waited
on him) to whom I was obliged; he told me it ~
‘was the Count of Clarinau, a Spaniard born,
and of Quality, who for fome Difguft at Court
retired hither; that he was a Perfon of much Gra-
vity, a great Politician, and very Rich; and tho’
well in Years was lately married to a very beau-
tiful young Lady, and that very much againft her
Confent; a Lady whom he had taken out of a
Monatftery, where fhe had been penfioned from a
Child, and of whom he was fo fond and jealous,
he never would permit her to fee or be feen by
any Man: And if fhe took the Air in her Coach,
or went to Church, he obliged her to weara Veil.
Heving learned thus much of the Boy, T difmi}ill.'ed
» im



216 Love-Letters. Part I1.

him with a Prefent; for he had already infpired
me with Curiofity, that Prologue to Love, and
T knew not of what Ufe he might be hereafter ;
a Curiofity that I was refolved to fatisfy, though
I broke all the Laws of Hofpitality, and even that
firft Night I felt an Impatience that gave me fome
Wonder. In fine, three Days I langyifhed out
in a Diforder that was very nearly allied to that
of Love. 1 found mrfelf magnificently lodged ;
attended with a formal Ceremony; and indeed all
Things were as well as I could imagine, bating a
kind Opportunity to %.i: a Sight of this young
Beauty: Now half a Lover grown, I fighed and
grew opprefled with “Thought, and had Recourfe
to Groves, to fhady Walks and Fountains, of
which the delicate éardens afforded Variety, the
moft refembling Nature that- ever Art produced,
and of the moft melancholy Recefles, fancying
there, in fome lucky Hour, I might encounter
what I already fo much adored in Jdea, which-till
I formed juft as my Fancy withed; there, for the
firft two Days I walked and fighed, and told my
new-born Paffion to every gentle Wind that played
among the Boughs; for yet no Lady bright ap-
peared beneath them, no Vifionary Nymph the
Groves afforded; but on the third Day, all full
of Love and Stratagem, in the Cool of the E-
vening, I pafled into a Thicket near a little Ri-
vulet, that purled and murmured through the
Glade, and paffed into the Meads; this pleafed and
fed my prefent amorous Humour, and dewn I
Jaid myfelf on the thady Brink, and liffened to
its melancholy Glidings, when from behind me I
heard a Sound more ravithing, a Voice that fung
thefe Words:

l]ﬂ‘,
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Alasy in vain, you Pow’rs above,

You gave me Youth, you gave me Charms,
And ev'ry tender Senfe o{ Love

To defline me to old Phileno’s Arms.
Ab how can Youth’s gay Spring allow
The chilling Kiffes of the Winter’s Snow !

All Night 1 languifb by bis Side,

And fancy Foys 1 never tafle;
As Men in Dreams a Feaf? provide,

And waking find, with Grief, they fafl.
Either, ye Gods, my youthful Fires allay,
Or mabke the old Phileno young and gay.

Like a fair Flower in Shades ?;/mrity,
Tho' every Sweet adorns my Head,
Ungather’d, unadmired 1 lie,
And wither on my filent gloomy Bed,
Whbile no kind Aids to my Relief appear,
4nd no kind Bofomn makes me triumph there.

By this you may eafily ﬂefs, as I foon did,
that the Song was fung by Madam the Countefs
of Clarinau, as indeed it was; at the very Be%in-
ning of her Song my joyful Soul divinedit fo! I
rofe, and advanced by fuch flow Degrees, 4s neither
alarmed the fair Singer, nor hindered me the Plea-
fure of hearing any Part of the Song, till I ap-
proached fo near as (behind the Shelter of fome
Jeffamin that divided us) I, unfeen, compleated
thofe Wounds at my Eyes, which I had received
beforé at my Ears. ~ Yes, Ocavio, I faw the love-
ly Clarinau leaning on 2 Pillow made of fome
of thofe Jeflamins which favoured me, and ferved
her for a Canopy. But, oh my Friend! How fhall
I prefent her to thee in that Angel Form fhe then
appeared to me? All young! All ravifhing as new-
born Light to loft benigh;gd Travellers ; her

Face
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Face, the faireft in the World, was adorned with
Curls of thining Jet, tied up---I know not how,
all carelefsly with Scarlet Ribbon mixt with Pearls ;
her Robe was gay and rich, fuch as young Royal
Brides put on when they undrefs for Joys; her
Eyes were black, the fofteft Heaven ever made; her
I\Iouth was fweet, and formed for all Delight;
fo red her Lips, fo round, fo graced with Dimples,
that without one other Charm, that was enough
to kindle warm Defires about a frozen Heart; a
fprightly Air of Wit compleated all, encreafed
my Flame, and made me mad with Love: End-
lefs it were to tell thee all her Beauties: Nature
all over was lavith and profufe; let it fuffice, her
Face, her Shape, her Mein, had more of Angel
in them than Humanity! I faw her thus all charm-
ing! Thus fhelay! A fmiling Melancholy drefled
her Eyes, which fhe had fixed upon the Rivulet,
near which I found her lying; juft fuch I fancied
famed Lucretia was, when 7'§rquin firft beheld her;
nor was that Royal Ravifher more inflamed than
I, or readier for the Encounter. Alone fhe was,
which heightened my Defires; Oh Gods! Alone
lay the young lovely Charmer, with wifhing Eyes,
and all prepared for Love! The Shade was gloomy,
and the tell-tale Leaves combined fo clofe, they
muft have given us Warning if any had approached
from either'Side! All favoured my Defign, and I
advanced; but with fuch Caution as not to infpire
her with a Fear, inftead of that of Love! A flow,
uneafy Pace, with folded Arms, Love in m
Eyes, and burning inmy Heart---Atmy Approac
the fcarce contained her Cries, and rofe furprifed
and bluthing, difcovering to me fuch a proporti-
oned Height-—--fo lovely and majeftick—--that I
ftood gazing on her, all loft in VVJonder, and gave
her Time to dart her Eyes at me, and every Look
pierced deeper to my Soul, and I had no Senfe but
. 1 . Love,
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Love, filent admiring Love! Immoveable I flood,
and had no other Mgotion but that of a Heart all
panting, which lent a feeble Trembling to my
Tongue, and even when I would have fpoke to
her, it fent a Sigh up to prevent my Boldnefs ;
and O, Oétavio, though I have been bred in all the
faucy Daring of a forward Lover, yet now [
‘wanted a convenient Impudence; awed with a
haughty Sweetnefs in her Look, like a Fauxbrave
after a vigorous Onfet, finding the Danger fly fo
thick around him, fheers off, and dares not face the
prefling Foe, ftruck with too fierce a Lightening
from her Eyes, whence the Gods fent a thoufand
winged Darts, I veiled my own, and durft not
play with Fire: While thus fhe hotly did purfue
her Conqueft, and I ftood fixed on the defenfive
Part, I heard a Rufsling amongft the thick-grown
Leaves, and thtough their myftick Windings foon
perceived the good old Count of Clarinau approach-
ing, muttering and mumbling to old Dormina, the
Dragon appointed to guard this lovely Treafure,
and which fhe having left alone in the Thicket,
and had retired but at an awful Diftance, had moft
extremely difobliged her Lord. I only had Time
enough in this little Moment to look with Eyes
that afked a thoufand Pities, and told her in their
filent Language how loth they were to leave the
charming Obje&, and with a Sigh----1 vanifhed
from the wondring fair One, nimble as Lightening,
filent as a Shade, to my firft Poft behind the Jefla-
mins; that was the utmoft that I could perfuade
my Heart todo. You may believe, my dear O/s-
vio, 1 did not blefs the Minute that brought old
Clarinay to that dear Recefs, nor him, nor
my own Fate; and to compleate my Torient,
I faw him (after having gravely reproachel her
for being alone without her Woman) y:s, 1
faw - him fall on her I*IICeck, her lovely fnowy
2

Weck,
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Neck, and loll and kifs, and hang his tawny
withered Arms on her fair Shoulders, and prefs
his naufeous Load upon Califia’s Body, (for fo I
heard him name her) while the was gazing ftill
upon the empty Place, whence the had feen me
vanith; which he perceiving, cried----—-My httle
Fooly, what is it thou gazefl on, turn to thy nown old
Man, and bufs him foundly----When putting him
by with a Difdain, that half made Amends for the
Injury he had done me by coming, A4b, my Lord,
cried the, even now, jufft there I faw a lovely-Vi-
Jiony I never bebeld fo excellent a Thing: How,
cried he, a Vifin, a Thing,~—-What Vifion? What
Thing? Where? How? And when----Why there,
faid the, with my Eyes, and jufft now is vanifbed
bebind yon Feffamins. With that [ drew my Sword
----for I defpaired to get off unknown ; and being
well enough acquainted with the jealous Nature
of the Spaniards, which is no more than, fee and
ftab, I prepared to ftand on my Defence till I
could reconcile him, if poffible, to Reafon; yet
even in that Moment I was more afraid of the
Injury he might do the innocent Fair One, than
of what he could do to me: But he not fo much
*  as dreaming fhe meant a Man by her lovely Vi-
fion, fell a kiffing her anew, and beckoning Dor-
mina off to Pimp at Diftance, told her, The Grove
was fo fweety the River's Murmurs fo delicate,
and fbe was fo curioufly dreffed, that all together
had infpired bim with a Love-Fit; and then aflault-
ing her anew with a Sneer, which you have feen
a Satyr make in PiGures, he fell to a& the little
Tricks of Youth, that looked fo goatith in him---
inftead of kindling it would have damped a Flame ;
which the refifted with a Scorn fo charming gave
me new Hope and Fire, when to oblige me more,
with Pride, Difdain, and Loathing in her Eyes,
fhe fled like Daphne from the Ravither; he being
-t bent
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bent on Love purfued her with a feeble Pace, like
an old Wood-God chafing fome coy Nymph,
who winged with Fear out-ftrips the flying Wind,
and though a God he cannot overtake her; and left
me fainting with new Love, new Hope, new
Jealoufy, Impatience, Sighs and Withes, in the
abandoned Grove. Nor could I go without another
View of that dear Place in which I faw her lie.
I went---and laid me down juft on the Print which
her fair Body made, and prefled, and kiffed it over
a thoufand Times with eager Tranfports, and even
fancied fair Califfa there ; there *twas I found the Pa-
per with the Song which I have fent you; there I
ran over a thoufand Stratagems to gain another
View ; no little Statefman had more Plots and
Arts than I to gain this Objeét I adored, the foft
Idea of my burning Heart, now raging wild,
abandoned all to.Love and loofe Defire ; but hitherto
my Induftry is vain; each Day I haunt the thickeft
Groves and Springs, the flowry Walks, clofe Ar-
bors; all the Day my bufy g'yes and Heart are
fearching her, but no Intelligence they bring me
in: In fine, O&avis, all that I can fince learn
is, that the bright Califla had feen a Vifion in the
Garden, and ever fince was fo poffefled with Me-
lancholy, that fhe had not fince quitted her Cham-
ber; fhe is daily preffing the Count to permit her
to go into the éarden, to fee if the can again en-
counter the lovely Phantom, but whether, from any
Defcription fhe hath made of it, (or from any
other Caufe) he imagines how it was, I know
not; but he endeavours all he can to hinder her,
and tells her it is not lawful to tempt Heaven by
invoking an Apparition; fo that till a fecond View
eafes the Torments of my Mind, there is nothing
in Nature to be conceived fo raving mad as I; as
if my Defpair of finding her again increafed my
impatient Flame, inftead of leflening it.

, K3 After
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After this Declaration, judge, O&Zavis, who has
given the greateft Proofs of his Friendfhip, you
or I; you being my Rival, truft me with the Se-
cret of loving m iftrefs, which can no Way
redound to your Bifadvantage 5 but I, by telling

ou the Secrets of my Soul, put it into your
¥’ower to ruin me with Sylvia, and to -eftablifh
yourfelf in her Heart; a Thought I yet am not
willing to bear, for I have an Ambition in my
Love, that would not, while I am toiling for
Empire here, lofe my Dominion in another Place :
But fince I can no more rule a Woman’s Heart,
than a Lover’s Fate, both you and -Sylia may
deceive my Opinion in that, but fhall never have
Power to make me believe you lefs my Friend,

than I am your
PHILANDER.

POSTSCRIPT.

" The Indofed I need nat oblige you to deliver ; yox
Jee I give you Opportunity.

O¢tavio no fooner arrived to that Part of the
{.etter which named the Count of Clarinau, but
he ftopped, and was fcarce able to proceed, for
the charming Califfa was his Sifter, the only one
he had, who having been bred in a Nunnery, was
taken then to be married to this old rich Count,
‘who had a great Fortune: Before he proceeded,
his Soul divined this was the new Amour that had
engaged the Heart of his Friend; he was afraid
to be farther convinced, and yet a Curiofity to
know how far he had proceeded, made him read
it out with all the Diforder of a Man jealous of
his Honour, and nicely careful of his Fame; he
confidered her young, about eighteen, married to
an old, ill-favoured, jealous Hufband, no Pare‘r:ts

' : ut
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but himfelf to right her Wrongs, or revenge her
Levity; he knew, tho’ the wanted no Wit, fhe did
Art, for being bred without the Converfation of
Men, fhe had not learnt the little Cunnings of
her Sex; he guefled by his own Soul that her’s
was foft and apt for Impreffion ; he judged from
her Confeffion to her Hufband of the Vifion, that
the had a fimple Innocence, that might betray a
young Beauty under fuch Circumftances; to all
this he confidered the Charms of Philander unre-
fiftible, his unwearied Induftry in Love, and con-
cludes his Sifter loft. At firft he upbraids Philan-
der, and calls him ungrateful, but foon thought
it unreafonable to accufe himfelf of an Injuftice,
and excufed the Frailty of Philander, fince he
knew not that tfhe whom he adored was Sifter to
his Friend; however, it failed not to poflefs hin
with Inquietude that exercifed all his Wit, to con-
fider how he might prevent an irreparable Injury
to his Honour, and an Intrigue that poflibly might
coft his Sifter her Life, as well as Fame. In the
Midft of all thefe Torments he fosgot not the more
important Bufinefs of his Love: For to a Lover,
who has his Soul perfeitly fixed on the fair Object
of its Adoration, whatever other Thoughts fatigue
and cloud his Mind, that, likea foft Gleam of new
" fprung Light, darts in and fpreads a Glory all
around, ahd like the God of Day, chears every
drooping Vital; yet even thefe dearer Thoughts
wanted not their Torments. At firft he ftrove to
atone for the Fears of Califla, with thofe of imagin-
‘ing Philander falfe to Sylvia: Well, cried he----
If thou beft loft, Califta, at leaft thy Ruin has laid
a Foundation for my Happinefs, and every Triumph
Philander makes of thy Virtue, it the more fecures
my Empire over Sylvia; and fince the Brother can-
not be bappy, but by the Sifter’s being undome, yield
thou, O faithle[s fair one, yield to Philander, and

K 4 make
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make me blef! in Sylvia! And thou (continued he)
ob perjured Lover and inconflant Friend, glut thy
infatiate Flame------rifle Califta of every Virtue
Heaven and Nature gave her, fo I may but revenge
it on thy Sylvia! Pleafed with this joyful Hope
he traverfes his Chamber; glowing and bluthin
with new kindling Fire, his Heart that was al
gay, diffufed a Gladnefs, that exprefled itfelf in
every Feature of his lovely Face; his Eyes, that
were by Nature languithing, fhone now with an
unufual Air of Brifknefs, Smiles graced his Mouth,
and Dimples dreffed his Face, infenfibly his bufy
Fingers trick and drefs, and fet his Zlair, and
without defigning it, his Feet are bearing him to
Sylvia, till he ftopt fhort and wondered whither
he was going, for yet it was not Time to make his
Vilit---Whither, fond Heart, (faid he) O whither
woulfl thou hurry this Slave to thy foft Fires! And
* now returning back he paufed and fell to Thought
---He remembered how impatiently Syla waited
the Return of the Anfwer he writ to him, where-
in he owned his Paffion for that Beauty. He knew
the permitted him to write it, more to raife the
little brifk Fires of Jealoufy in Philander, and to
fet an Edge on his blunted Love, than from any
Favours fhe defigned O&avio: And that on this
Anfwer depended all her Happinefs, or the Con-
firmation of her Doubts, and that fhe would mea-
fure Philander’s Love by the Effe&ts fhe found
there of it: So that never Lover had fo hard a
Game to play, as our new one.” He knew he had
‘it now in his Power to ruin his Rival, and to
make almoft his own Terms with his fair Con-
querefs, but he confidered the Secret was not
rendered him for fo bafe an'End, nor could -his
Love advance itfelf by Ways fo falfe, dull and
criminal---Between each Thought he paufed, and
now refolves the muft know he fent an Anfwer
to
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to his Letter; for fhould the know-he had, and
that he thould refufe her the Sight of it, he believed
with Reafon fhe ought to banith him for ever her
Prefence, as the moft difobedient of her Slaves.
He walks and paufes on---but no kind Thought
prefents itfelf to fave him; either Way he finds
himfelf undone, and from the moft gay, and moft
triumphing Lover on the Earth, he now, with
one defirous Thought of right Reafonin%, finds he
is the moft miferable of all the Creation! He reads
the Superfcription of that Philander writ to Sylvia,
which was inclofed in his, and finds it was direéted
only-—-For Sylvia, which would plainly demon-
frate it came not fo into Holland, but that fome
other Cover fecured it; fo that never any but Ofa-
vio, the moft nice in Honour, had ever fo great
a Conteft with Love and Friendfhip: For his noble
Temper .was not one of thofe that could facrifice
his Friend to his little Lufts, or his more folid
Paffion, but truly brave, refolves now rather to
die than to confefs Pbhilander’s Secret; to evade
which he fent her Letter by his Page, with one
from himfelf, and commanded him to tell her,
that he was going to receive fome Commands from
the Prince of Orange, and that he would wait on
her himfelf in the %vening. The Page abeys, and
Oftavio fent him with a Sigh, and Eyes that lan-
guiﬂ;ing?r told him he did it with Regret.

The Page haftening to Sylvia, finds her in all
the Difquiet of an expe&ing Lover; and fnatching
the Papers from his Hand, the firft the faw was
that from Philander, at which fhe trembled with
Fear and Joy, for Hope, Love and Defpair, at once
feized her, and hardly able to make a Sign with ker -
Hand, for the Boy to withdraw) fhe funk down
into her Chair, all pale, and almoft fainting; but
re-afluming her Courage, fhe opened it, and read
this.

' Ks Pui-



226 Love-Letters. Part II.

. PHILANDER 0 SYLVIA.

‘ AH, Sylvia! th all thefe Doubts and Fears?
Why at this Diftance do you accufe your
Lover, when he is uncapable to fall before you,
and undeceive your little Jealoufies. Oh, Syivia,
I fear this firft Reproaching me, is rather the Ef-
fe&ts of your own Guilt, than any that Love can
make you think of mine. Yes, yes, my Sylvia,
it is the Waves that roll and glide away, and not
the fteady Shore. ’Tis you begin to unfaften
from the Vows-that hold you, and float along the
flattering Tide of Vanity. It is you, whofe Pride
and Beauty fcorning to {e confined, give Way to
the admiring Croud, that figh for you. Yes,
¥es, you, like the ‘reft of your fair glorious Sex,
ove the Admirer though you hate the Coxcomb.
It is vain! it is great! And fhews your Beauty’s
Power---Is it poffible, that for the Safety of my
Life I cannot retire, but you muft think I am fled
from Love and Sylvia? Or is it poffible that pi-
ging Tendernefs that made me uncapable of takin
ave of her fhould be interpreted as falfe---’-anﬁ
bafe---and that an Abfence of thirty Days, fo forc’d,
and fo compelled, muft render me inconftant--—
loft---ungrateful----as if that after Sy/via Heaven
ever made a Beauty that could charm me ?

You charge my Letter with a thoufand Faults,
it is fhort, itis cold, and wants thofe ufual Soft-
neffes that gave them all their Welcome, and
their Graces. I fear my Sylvia loves the Flatterer,-
and not the Man, the Lover only, not Philan-
der: And fhe confiders him not for himfelf, but
the gay, glorious Thing he makes of her! Ah!
too Self-interefted! Is that your Juftice? You
never allow for my unhappy Circumftances ; you

never
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never think how Care opprefles me, nor what my .
Love contributes to that Care. How Bufinefs,
Danger, and a thoufand Iils, take up my harraffed
Mind: By every Power! I love thee ftill, my Sy/-
via, but Time has made us more familiar now,
and we begin to leave off Ceremony, and come
to clofer Joys to join our Interefts now, as People
fixed, refolved to live and die together; to weave
our Thoughts, and be united ftronger. At firft
we fhew the gvt’yeﬁ Side of Love, drefs and be
nice in every Word and Look, fet out for Con-~
quett all ; fpread every Art, ufe every Stratagem
---But when the Toil is paft, and the dear Vitory
gained, we then propofe a little idle Reft, a little
eafy Slumber: We then embrace, lay by the
iaudy Shew, the Plumes and gilded Equipage of

ove, the Trappings of the Conqueror, and bring
the naked Lover to your Arms; we fhew him
then uncafed with all his little Difadvant:ges;
perhaps the flowing Hair, (thofe Ebony Curls
you have fo often combed and dreffed, and kiffed)
are then put up, and fhew a fiercer Air, more
like an Antique Roman than Philander: And
fhall I then, becaufe I want a Grace, be thought
to love you lefs 7 Becaufe the embroidered Coat,
the Point and Garniture’s laid by, muft I put off
my Paffion with my Drefs? No, Sylvia, Love
allows a thoufand little Freedoms, allows me te
unbofom all my Secrets; tell thee my Wants, my
Fears, Complaints and Dangers, and think it great
Relief if thou but figh and pity me: And oft thy
charming Wit has aided me, but now I find thee
adding to my Pain. O where fhall I unload my
Weight of Cares, when Sylvia, who was wont

to figh and weep, and fuffer me to eafe the heavy

Burden, now grows difpleafed and peevith with
my Moans, and calls them the Effets of dying

Love! Inftead of thofe dear Smiles, that fond
. K6 . be-
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bewitcking Prattle, that ufed to calm my rougheft
Storm of Grief, fhe now reproaches me with Cold-
nefs, Want of Concern, and Lover’s Rhetorick :’
And when I feem to beg Relief,and thew my Soul’s
Refentment, it is then I’'m falfe; itis my Averfion,
or the Effets of fome new kindling ¥lame: Is
this fair Dealing, Syvia? Can I not fpare a little
Sigh from Love, but you muft think I rob you
of your Due? IfI omit a tender Name, by which
T ufed to call you, muft I be thought to lofe that
Paffion that taught me fuch Endearments? And
muft I never refle® upon the Ruin both of my
Fame and Fortune, but I muft run the Rifk of
lofing Sylvia too! Oh Cruelty of Love! Oh too,
too fond and jealous Maid, what Crimes thy in-
nocent Paffion can create, when it extends beyond
the Bounds of Reafon! Ah too, too nicely tender
Sylvia,that will not give me Leave to caft aThought
back on my former Glory; yet even that Lofs I
could fupport with Tamenefs and Content, if I
believed my Suffering reached only to my Heart;
but Sylvia, if fhe love, muft feel my Torments
too, muft thare my Lofs, and want a thoufand Or-
naments, my finking Fortune cannot purchafe her:
Believe me, charming Creature, if I fhould love
you lefs, I have a Senfe fo juft of what you have
{uffered for Philander, I'd be content to be a Gally-
Slave, to give thy Beauty, Birth and Love their
Due; but as I am thy faithful Lover flill, depend
upon that Fortune Heaven has left me; which if
thou canft (as thou has often fworn) then thou
would’ft fubmit to be chearful flill, be gay and
confident, and do not judge my Heart by little
Words; my Heart---too great and fond for fuch
poor Demonftrations.

You afk me, Sylvia, where I am, and what I
‘do; and all I can fay is, that at prefent I am fafe
from any Fears of being delivered up to France,

. and
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and what I do is fighing, dying, grieving; I want
my Sylvia; but my Circumftances yet have nothing
to encourage that Hope; when I refolve where
to fettle, you fhall fee what hafte I will make to
have you brought to me: I am impatient to hear
from you, and to know how that dear Pledge
of our foft Hours advances. 1 mean, what I be-
lieve I left thee poflefled of, a young Philander :
Cherith it, Sylvia, for that is a certain Obligation
to keep a dying Fire alive; be fure you do it no
Hurt by your unneceflary Grief, though there needs
no other Tie but that of Love to make me more
entirely

Your PHILANDER.

If Sylvia’s Fears were great before fhe opened
the Letter, what were her Pains when all thofe
Fears were confirmed from that never-failin,
Mark of a declining Love, the Coldnefs and Al-
teration of the Style of Letters, that firft Symp-
tom of a dying Flame! Ob where, faid the, where,
ob perjured Charmer, is all that Ardency that ufed
20 warm the Reader? Where is all that natural
Innocence of Love that could mot, even to difcover
and exprefs a Grace in Eloquence, force one /bﬂ
Wordy or one Paffion? Ob, continued fhe, be is
It and gome from Sylvia and his Vows; b/bme
other bhas him all, clafps that dear Body, bhangs
upon that Fate, gazes upon bis Eyes, and lifiens to
bis Voice, when be is looking, fighing, fwearing,
dying, lying and damning of bimfelf for fime new
Beauty----He is, I will nt endure it aid me, An-
tonet! O where is the perjured Traitor! Antonet,,
who was waiting on her, feeing her rife on the
fudden in fo great a Fury, would have ftaid her
hafty Turns and Ravings, befeeching her to tell
her what was the Occafion, and by a Difcovery
to eafe her Heart; but the with all the Fury ima-

ginable
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inable flung from her Arms, and ran to the

able, and fnatching up a Penknife, had certainly
fent it to her Heart, had not Antonet ftepped to
her and caught her Hand, which fhe refifted not,
and bluthing refigned,: with telling her, fhe was
athamed of her own Cowardice; For, faid the,
if it had defigned to bave been Brave, I had fent
you offy and' by a noble Refolution have freed this
Slave within (ftriking her Breat) from a Tyranny
which it fbould difdain to fuffer under: With that -
fhe raged about the Chamber with broken Words
and imperfe& Threatenings, -unconfidered Impre-
cations, and unheeded Vows and Qaths; at which
Antonet redoubled: her Petition to know the Caufe ;
and fhe replied——-Philander! The dear, the foft,
the fond and charming Philander is now no more
the fame. O, Antonet, faid the, didf? thou but fee
this Letter compared to thofe of heretofore, w
Love was gay and young, when new Defire dreffed
bis foft Eyes in 7{”3, and taught his Tongue the
Harmony of Angels; when every tender Word had
more of Paffion, than Volumes of this forced, this
trifling Buﬁ;_e{s; O thou wouldft fay I were the
wretchedeff Thing that ever Nature made-----Ob,
thou wouldft curfe as I do----not the dear Murderer,
but thy frantick Self, thy mad, deceived, believing,
eafy Self; if thou wert fo undone----"Then while the
wept fhe gave Antonet Liberty to fpeak, which
was to perfuade her, her Fears were vain; the
urged every Argument of Love the had been Wit-
nefs to, and could not think it poffible he could
be falfe. To all which the ftill weeping Sykia
lent a willing Ear; for Lovers are much inclined
to believe every Thing they with. Antonet, having
a little calmed her, continued telling her, that to
be better convinced of his Love, or his Perfidy,
fhe ought to have Patience till Offavio fhould
come to vifit her; For you have forgotten, Jllada»m(,l

: : fai
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faid fhe, that the generous Rival has fent bim Word
be is your Lover: For Antonet was waiting at the
reading of that Letter, nor was there any Thing the
open-hearted Sylvia concealed from that Servant;
and Women who have made a Breach in their
Honour, are feldom fo careful of their Reft of
Fame, as thofe who have a Stock entire; and
Sylvia believed after the had entrufted the Secret of
one Amour to her Difcretion, fhe might conceal
none. See, Madam, fays Antonet, bere is a Let-
ter yet unread: Sylvia, who had been a great while
impatient for the Return of Ofavio’s Anfwer from
Philander, expe@ing from thence the Confirma-
tion of all her Doubts, “haftily {natched the Lettcr
out of Antonet’s Hand, and read it, hoping to have
found fomething there to have eafed her Soul one
Woay or other; a Soul the moft raging and haughty
by Nature that ever pofleffed 2 Body: The Words
were thefe. .

.OcTAvVvIO 0 SYLVIA,

T leaft you will pity me, oh charming Sylvia,
when you fhall call to Mind the cruel Ser-
vices I am obliged to render you, to be the Mef-
fenger of Love from him, whom Beauty and that
Gol plead fo ftrongly for already in your Heart.
If; after this, you can propofe a Torture that
Ket may fpeak my Paffion and Obedienc in any
igher Meafure, command and t% my Fortitude 3
for I too well divine, O rigorous Beauty, the Bu-
finefs of your Love-fick Slave will be only to give
you Proofs how much he does adore you, and
never to tafte a Joy, evenina diftant Hope; like
Lamps in Urns my lafting Fire muft burn, with-
out one kind Material to fupply it. Ah Sylvia, if
ever it be thy wretched Fate to fee the Lord a(i{



232 Love-Letters.  Part1I.

all your Vows given to another’s Arms--—when

ou fhall fee in thofe foft Eyes that you adore, a .
{anguiﬂlment and Joy if you but name another
Beauty to him ;----when you behold his Blufhes
fade and rife at the Approaches of another Miftrefs,
-—-hear broken Sighs and unaffured Replies,
whenever he anfwers fome new Conguerefs;
Tremblings, and Pantings feizing every Part at
the warm Touch as of a fecond Charmer: Ah,
Sylvia, do but do me Juftice then, and fighing fay
~--1 pity poor O&avio.

Take here a Letter from the bleft Philander,
which I had brought myfelf, but cannot bear the
Torment of that foy that I fhall fee advancing in
your Eyes when you fhall read it over---no---it is
too much that Iimagine all! Yet blefs that patient
Fondnefs of my Paffion that makes me ftill your

Slave, and your Adorer,
ocT4VIO.

At finithing this, the jealous Fair One redoubled
her Tears with fuch Violence, that it was in vain
her Woman firove to abate the flowing Tide by
all the reafonable Arguments fhe could bring to
her Aid; and Sylvia, to encreafe it, read again
the latter Part of the ominous Letter; which fhe
wet with the Tears that fireamed from her bright
Eyes. Yes, yes, (cried fhe, laying the Letter down)
I know, O&avio, this is no Prophecy of yours,
but a known Truth: Alas, you know too well the
Sfatal Time is already come, when I fball find thefe
Changes in Philander! Ab Madam, replied Anto-
nety, how curious are you to /éartb out Tormerts for
your own Heart, and as much a Lover as you are,
how little do you underfland the Arts and Politicks
of Love! Alas, Madam, continued fhe, you your-
Jelf have armed my Lord O&avio with thefe” Weapons
that waund you: The lafp Time he writ to my Lord

’ Phi-
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Philander, be found you poffeffed with a thoufand
Fears and 7(010114',/';63; yof 5)0{];)3 took Jdvanta{e t0
attack his Rival: For what Man is there fo dull,
that would not affault his Enemy in that Part where
the moft confiderable Mifchief may be dome him ?

It is now O&avio’s Interefl, and his Bufinefs, to
render Philander falfe, to give you all the Umbrage
that is poffible of fo powerful a Rival, and to fay
any Thing that may render him bateful to you, or at
leaff to make him love you lefs. ~ Away, (replied
Sylvia with an uneafy Smile) bow foolifh are thy .

afonings 5 for were it poffible I could love Philan-

der lefs, is it to be imagined - that fhould make Way
for O&avio in my Heart, or any, after that dear
Deceiver? - No doubt of ity replied Antonet, but
that very Effes? it would have on your Heart; for
Love in the Soul of a witty Perfon is like a Skain
of Silk; to unwind it from the Bottom, you muf}
wind it on another, or it runs into Confufion, and
becomes of no Ufe, and then of Courfe, as ome leffens
the “other encreafes, .and what Philander lofes in
Love, O&avio, or fome one indufirious ~ Lover,
will. moft certainly gain. Ob, replied Sylvia, you
are a great Philofopher in Love. 1 fhould, Madam,
cried- Antonet, had I but bad a good Memory, for
I bad a young Churchman once in Love with me,
who has read many a Philofophical Lelture to me
upon Love ; among the refl, be ufed to fay the Soul
was all compofed of Love. I ufed to afk him then,
If it were formed of fo foft Materials, how it came
20 pafs that we were no ofiner in Love, or why fo
many were fo long before they loved, and others who
never loved at all? No queflion but be anfwered you
wifely, faid Sylvia carelefly and fighing, with her
Thoughts but half attentive. Marry, and fo be did,
cried Antonet; at leaft 1 thought fo then, becaufe
1 lved a little. He faid, Love of itfelf was un-
aclive, but it was informed by Objelt; and then }:‘aa
' that
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that Object muft depend on Fancy; (for Souls, though
all Love, are not to love all.) Now Fancy, be faid,
was fometimes nice, bumorous, and fantaflick, which
is the Reafon we [o often love thofe of no Merit,
and defpife thofe that are moft excellent 5 and fome-
times Fancy guides us to like neither; he ufed .to
Jays Women were like Mifers, . though they bad al-
ways Love in Store, they feldom cared ‘to part with
it, but on very good Intereft and Security, Cent.
per Cent. moft commonly, Heart for Heart at leaft ;
aud for Security, he faid, we were moft Times too
snconfcionable, we afked Vows at leaft, at worfl
Matrimony—----Half angry, Sylvia cried-----And
what is all this to my %wing again? Ob Madam,
replied A»tonet, He faid a Woman was like a
Gamefler, if on the winning Hand, Hope, Intereft,
and Vanity.-made him play on, befides the Pleafure
of the PIa’ itfelf if on the lofing, then be conti-
nued throwmg at all to g;ue a Stake at laff, if not to
vecover ‘all; fo either Way they find Occafion to con-
tinue the Game. But ob, faid Sylvia fighing, what
Jball that Gamefler [et, who bas already played for
all be bad, and loft it at a Cefi? Ob, Madam,
replied Antonet, the Young and Fawr find Credit
every where, there is flill a Profpelt of a Return,
and that Gamefler that plays thus: upon the Tick
§s fure to lofe but little; and if they win it is all
dear Gains. I find, faid Sywvia, you are a good
Manager in Love; you are for the frugal Part of
it. Faithy Madam, faid Antonet, 1 am indeed of
that Opinion, that Love and Intereft always do befl
together, as two moff excellent Ingredients in that
vare Art of preferving of Beauty. Love makes us
put onall our Charms, and Interefi gives us all the
Advantage g{; Drefs, without which Beauty is loft,
and of little Ufe. Love would have us appear alweys
new, akways gay, and magnificent, and Money alone
¢an render usfo; . and we find no Women want Lo-

vers
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vers fo much as thofe who want Petticoats, Fewels,
and all the neceffary Trifles of Gallantry. Of this
laft Opinion 1-find you yowyég to be; for even when

&Qavio comes, on whofe Heart you have no De-
Signy 1 fee you drefs to the beft Advantage, and put
on many, to like one: Why is this, but that even
unknown to yourfelf, you have a fecret Foy and
Pleafure in gaining. Conquefis, and of being adored,
and thought the moft charming of your Sex? That
is not from the Inconflancy of my Heart, cried Syl
via, but from the little %nity zaur Natures. Ob,
Moadam, replied Antonet, there is no Friend to
Love like Vanity; it is the falfeft Betrayer of a
Woman's Heart of any Paffion, not Love 1{/;11' be-
trays her foner to Love than Vanity or Pride;
and Madam, I would I might have the Pleafure of
my next Wik, when I find you not only liflening to
the Love of O&avio, but even approving it toa.
Away, replied Sylvia, in frowning, your Mirth
grows rude and troublefome----Go bid the Page wait
while I return an Anfwer to what bis Lord has fent
me. So fitting at the Table the difmifled Antonet,
and writ this following Letter.

SyrLvia o OcTAVIio.

I Find, O&avio, this little Gallantry of yours,
of fhewing me the Lover, ftands you in very
great Stead, and ferves you upon all Occafions for
Abundance of Ufes; amongft the reft, it is no fmall
Obligation you have to it, for furnifhing you with
handfome Pretences to keep from thofe who im-
portune you,and from giving them that Satisfaction
b{ your Counfel and Converfation, which poffi-
bly the Unfortunate may have Need of fometimes ;
and when you are prefled and obliged to render
me the Friendfhip of your Vifits, this neceﬂ'a;y
ready
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.ready Love of yours is the only Evafion you have
for the anfwering a thoufand little Queftions I
afk you of Philander; whofe Heart I am afraid
you know much better than Sylviz does. I could
almoft with, Oé#avio, that all you tell me of your
Paffion were true, that my Commands might be
of Force fufficient to compel you to refolve my
Heart in fome Doubts that opprefs it. And in-
deed if you would have me believe the one, you
muft obey me in the other; to which End I con-
jure you to haften to me, for fomething of an
unufual Coldnefs in Philander’s Letter, and fome
,ominous Divinations in yours, have put me on 2 *
% Rack of Thought; from which nothing but Con-
firmation can relieve me; this you dare not deny,’

if you value the Repofe of '
_ . SYLVIA.

She read it over; and was often about to tear
it, fancying it was too'kind : But when fhe confi- -
dered it was from no other Inclination of her Heart
than that of getting the Secrets out of his, the par-
doned herfelf the little Levity fhe found it guilty

- of; all which, confidering as the Effeéts of the
violent Paffion the had for Philander, fhe found
it eafy to do; and fealing it the gave it to Antonet

.to deliver to the Page, and fet herfelf down to
eafe her Soul of its heavyy Weight of Grief by her
Complaints to the dear Author of her Pain; for
when a Lover is infupportably affliGted, there is
no Eafe like that of writing to the Perfon loved ; and
that, all that comes uppermoft in the Soul: For
true Love is all unthinking artlefs Speaking, in-
corre& Diforder, and without Method, as ’tis with-
out Bounds or Rules ; fuch were Sylvia’s unftudied
Thoughts, and fuch her following Letter.

- . Svt-
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SYyLVvIAZfo PHILANDER.

OH my Philander, how hard it is to bring my

Soul to doubt, when I confider all thy paft
tender Vows, when I refle how thou haft Joved
and fworn. Methinks I hear the Mufick of thy
" Voice ftill whifpering in my Bofom ; methinks
the charming Softnefs of thy Words remains like
leflening Echo’s of my Soul, whofe diftant Voices
by Degrees decay, till they be heard no more!
Alas, I've read thy Letter overand over, and turned
the Senfe a thoufand feveral Ways, and all to make
it fpeak and look like Love----O I have flattered

it with all my Heart. Sometimes I fancied myill’

. Reading fpoiled it, znd then I tuned my Voice to
fofter Notes, and read it over again; but ftill the
‘Words appeared too rough and harfh for any mov-
ing Air; which Way foever I changed, which Wa
foever I queftioned it of Love, it anfwered in fucg
Language---as others would perhaps interpret Love,
or fomething like it; but I, who’ve heard the very
God himfelf fpeak from thy wondrous Lips, and
known him guide thy Pen, when all the Eloquence
of moving Angels flowed from thy charming
Tongue! When I have feen thee fainting at my
Feet, (whilft all Heaven opened in thy glorious
Face) and now and then figh out a trembling
‘Word, in which there was contained more Love,
more Soul, than all the Arts of Speaking ever
found ; what Senfe? Oh what Refle&ions muft_I
make on this Decay, this ftrange----this fudden
Altetation in thee ! But that the Caufe is fled, and
the Effe&t is ceafed, the God retired, and all the
Oracles filenced ! Confefs----—-oh thou Eternal
Conqueror of my Soul, whom every Hour, and
_every tender Joy, renders more dear and lovely---
Tell me why (if thou ftill loveft me, and loveft
as

4
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as well) does Love not dictate tc thee as before?
Doft thou want Words? Oh then begin again, re-

t the old ones over ten thoufand Times; fuch
Repetitions are Love's Rhetorick ! How often have
I afked thee in an Hour, when my fond Soul was
doating on thy Eyes, when with my Arms clafp-
ing thy yielding Neck, my Lips imprinting Kifles
on thy Cheeks, and taking in the Breath that fighed
from thine? How often have I afked this little but
important Queftion of thee? Does my Philander
love me? Then kifs thee for thy Yes and Sighs,
and afk again; and ftill my Soul was ravithed with
new Joy, when thou wou dft anfwer, Yes, I love
thee dearly! And if 1 thought you fpoke it with a
Tone that feemed lefs foft and fervent than I
wifhed, I afked fo often, till I made thee anfwer
in fuch a Voice as I would with to hearit; all
this had been impertinent and foolith in any Thing
but Love, to any but a Lover: But oh--—-give
me the Impertinence of Love! Talk little Non-
fenfe to me all the Day, and be as wanton as 2
playing Cupid, and that will pleafe and charm my
Love-fick Heart better than all fine Senfe and
Reafoning.

Tell me, Philander, what new Accident, what
powerful Misfortune has befallen thee, greater
than what we have experienced yet, to drive the
little God out of thy Heart, and make thee fo un-
like my foft Philander ? What Place contains
thee, or what Pleafures eafe thee, that thou art
now contented to live a tedious Day without
thy Sylvia? How then the long long Age of
forty more, and yet thou liveft, art patient, tame
and well; thou talkeft not now of Ravings, or
of Dying, but look’ft about thee like a well pleafed
Congqueror after the Toils of Battle-——Oh, I have
known a Time---but let me never think upon it
more! It cannot be remembered without Madnefs !

' What,
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‘What,think thee fallen from Love! To think, that
I muft never hear thee more pouring thy Soul out
in foft Sighs of Love? A thoufand dear Exprefli-
ons by which I knew the Story of thy Heart,
and while you tell it, bid me feel it panting----
Never to fee thy Eyes fixed on my Face---till the
foft Showers of Joy would gently fall and hang
their thining Dew upon thy Looks, then ina Tran-~
fport fnatch me to thy Bofom, and figh a thoufand
‘Times ere thou couldft utter---Ah Sylvia, how I
love thee-—-Oh the dear Eloquence thofe few fhort
Words contain, when they are fent with Lovers
Accents to a Soul all languithing! But now----
alas, thy Love is more familiar grown-----oh
take the other Part of the Proverb too, and fay
it has bred Contempt, for nothing lefs than that
.your Letter fthews, but more it does, and that is

ndifference, lefs to be borne than Hate, or any
Thing----

Atglea.ﬁ be juft, and let me know my Doom:
Do not deceive the Heart that trufted all thy Vows,
if thou be’ft generous----if thou letteft me know---
thy Date of Love--—--is out (for Love perhaps as
Life has Dates) and equally uncertain, and thou
no more canft ftay the one than the other; yet if
thou art fo kindy for all my Honour loft, m
Youth undone, my Beauty tarnithed, and my laft-
ing Vows, to let me fairly know thou art depart-
ing, my worthlefs Life will be the only Lofs:
But if thou ftill continueft to impofe upon my
eafy Faith, and I fhould any other Way learn
my approaching Fate-—look to it Philander,---She
that had the éourage to abandon all for Love
and faithlefs thee, can, when fhe finds herfelf
betrayed and loft, nobly revenge the Ruin of
her Fame, and fend thee to the other World

with
SYLKIA
She
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She having writ this, read it over, and fancied
fhe had not fpoke half the Senfe of her Soul----
fancied if fhe were again to begin, fhe could ex-
prefs herfelf much more to the Purpofe fhe de-
figned, than fhe had done. She began again, and
writ two or three new ones, but they were either
too kind or too rough ; the firft the feared would
fhew a Weaknefs of Spirit, fince he had given her
Occafion of Jealoufy; ‘the laft fhe feared would
difoblige if all thofe Jealoufies were falfe; fhe
therefore tore thofe laft the had writ, and before
the fealed up the firft the read Philander’s Letter
again, but ftill ended it with Fears that did not
leffen thofe fhe had firft conceived ; ftill the thought
fhe had more to fay, as Lovers do, who are never
weary of Speaking or Writing to the dear Obje&
of their Vows; and having already forgotten
what fhe had juft faid before---and her Heart being
by this Time as full as ere fhe began, fhe took up
her complaining Pen, and made it fay this in the
Covert of the Letter.

Oh Philander! Oh thou eternal Charmer of
my Soul, how fain I would repent me of the
cruel Thoughts I have of thee! When I had fi-
nithed this %nclofedl read again thy chillmg Let-
ter, and ftrove, with all the Force of Love and
foft Imagination, to find a dear Occafion of afk-
ing Pardon for thofe Fears which prefs my break-
ing Heart: But oh, the more I read, the more
they ftrike upon my tendereft Part,---fomethin
fo very cold, fo carelefs and indifferet you en
{;ur etter with--—-I will not think of it--—by

eaven it makes me rave—--and hate my little
Power, that could no longer keep thee foft and
kind. Oh if thofe killing %‘ea.rs (bred by Excefs
of Love) are vainly taken up, in Pity, my Ado-
rable-—-in Pity to my tortured Soul convince them,

redrefs the Torment of my jealous Doubts, and
I ~_ either
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either Way. confirm me; be kind to her that dies
-and languifhes for thee, return ‘me all the Softnefs
that firlt charmed me, or frankly tell me my ap-
proaching Fate. Be generous or be kind to the
unfortunate and undone

’ SYLVIA.

She thought fhe had ended here, but here again
the read Philander’s Letter, as if on Purpofe to find
new Torments out for a Heart too much prefled
already ; a Sour that is always mixt with the
Sweets of Love, a Pain that ever accompanies
the Pleafure. Love elfe were not to be numbered
among the Paffions of Men, and was at firl or-
dained in Heaven for fome divine Motion of the
Soul, till Adam, with his Lofs of Paradife, de~
bauched it with Jealoufies, Fears and Curiofjties,
and mixt it with all that was aflitting; but you'll
fay he had Reafon to be jealous, whofe Woman,
for Want of other Seducers, liftened to the Serpent,
and for the Love of Change, would give Way
evento a Devil; this little iéve of Novelty and
Knowledge has been entailed upon her Daughters
‘ever fince, and I have known more Women ren-
dered unhappy and miferable from this Torment
of Curiofity, which they bring upon themfelves,
than have ever been undone by lefs villainous Men.
One of this Humour was our haughty and charm-
ing Sylvia, whofe Pride and Beauty poflefling her
with a Belief that all Men were born to die her
Slaves, made her uneafy at every Action of the
Lover (whether beloved or not) that did but feem
to flight her Empire: But where indeed fhe loved .-
and doted, as now in Philander, this Humour
put her on the Rack at every Thought or Fancy
that he might break his Chains, and having laid the
laft Obligation upon him, the expeted him to be
her Slave for ever, and treated him with all the

’ L haughty
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haughty Tyranny of her Sex, in all thofe Moments
when Softnefs was not predominant in her Soul.
She was chagrin at every Thing, if but difpleafed
with one Thing; and while fhe gave Torments to
others, fhe failed not to feel them the moft fenfibly
herfelf; fo that ftill fearching for new Occafion
of Quarrel with Philander, fhe drew on herfelf
moft intolerable Pains, fuch as doubting Lovers
feel after long Hopes and confirmed Joy; fhe reads
and weeps, and when fhe came to that Part of it
that inquired of the Health and Being of the Pledge
of Love---the grew fo tender that fhe was almoft
fainting in her Chair, but recovering from the foft
RefleGtion, and finding the had faid nothing of it
alrcady, fhe took her Pen again and writ.

You afk me, oh charming Philender, how the
Pledge of our foft Hours thrives: Alas, as if it
meant to brave the worft of Fate! It does advance
my Sorrows, and all your Cruelties have not de-
ftroyed that: ButI ftill bear about me the Deftiny
of many a fighing Maid, that this (who will, I
am fure, be like Philander) will ruin with his
Looks. : : .

Thou facred Treafure of my Soul, forgive me,
if I have wronged thy Love, Adieu.

—She made an End of writing this, juft when A»-
tonet arrived, and told her Offavio was alighted
at the Gate, and coming to vifit her, which gave
her Occafion to fay this of him to Philander.

I think I had not ended here, but that Ofavis,
the braveft and the beft of Friends, is come to |
vifit me. The only Satisfaltion I have to fupport
my Life in Philander’s Abfence. Pay hiin thofe
Thanks that are due to him from me; pay
him for all the generous Cares he has taken of me:
beyond a Friend! Almoft Philander in his bloom-

. ing Paffion, when it was all new and young, and
- full of Duty, could not have rendered me his Ser-
. 1

vice
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vice with a more awful Induftry: Sure he was
made for Love and glorious Friendfhip. - Cherith
him then, preferve him next your Soul, for he is
a Jewel fit for fuch a Cabinet: His Form, his
Parts, ‘and every noble Action, thews us the Royal
Race from whence he fprung, and the vicorious
Orange confefles him his own in every Virtue,
and in every Grace; nor can the Illepitimacy
eclipfe him: Sure he was got in the firft Heat of
Love, which formed him fo a Heroe----But no
more. Philander is as kind a Judge as

: SYLVIA

She had no fooner finithed this and fealed it
but Ofavie came into the Chamber, and with
‘ Tuch an Air, with fuch a Graee and Mien he ap+
proached Ner---with all the Languifhment of foft
trembling Love in his Face, which with the Ad-
dition of the Drefs he was that Day in, (which
was extremely rich and advantagious, and altoge-
ther fuch as pleafes the Vanity of Women,) I
bave fince heard the charming Sylvia fay, in Spite
of her Tendernefs for Philander, the found a foft
“Emotion in her Soul, 2 kind of Pleafure at his
Approach, which made her blufh with fome kind
.of Anger at her own Eafinefs. Nor could fhe
have blufhed in a more happy Seafon ; for Ofavie
faw it, and it ferved at once to add a Luftre to
ber paler Beauty, and to betray fome little kind
Sentiment, ‘which poflefled him with a Joy that
had the fame Effe@ts on him: §ylvia faw it; and
the Care the tcok to hide her own, fetved but to
increafe her Blufhes, which put her into a Con-
fufion fthe had much ado to reclaim: She caft
her Eyes to Earth, and leaning her Cheek on her
Hand, fhe continued on her Seat without paying
him that ufual Ceremony fhe was wont to do;
while he ftood Speech_lefls-‘ for a Moment, gazing
e 2 on

~

SR S |
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on.her with infinite Satisfa®ion: When fhe, to
affume a Formality as well as fhe could, rofe up
and cried, (fearing he had feen too miuch) O&avio,
1 have been cogfldering after what Manner I ought
20 receive you? And while I was fo, 1 left thofe
-Civilities unpaid, which your Quality and my good
Manners ought to have rendered you. Ab, Madam,
replied he fighing, { you would receive me as I
merited, and you ought, at leaff you would receive
me as the mofl paffionate Lover that ever' adored
you. I was rather believing, - faid Sylvia, that I
ought to bave received you as my Foe; fce you
conceal from me fo long what you canmot but belteve
1 am extremely impatient of hearing, and what fo
nearly concerns my Repofe. At this, he only
anfwering with a Sigh, fhe purfued, Sure, O&ta-
vio, you underfland me: Philander’s Anfiwer to the
Letter of your confelfing Paffion, bhas not fo long
been the Subject of our Difcourfe and Expectation,
but you guefs at what I mean? Oftavio, who on
all Occafions wanted not wit, or Reply, was
here at a Lofs what to anfwer; notwithftanding
he had confidered before what he would fay: But
let thofe in Love fancy, and make what fine
Speeches they pleafe, and believe themfelves fur-
nifhed with Abundance of eloquent Harangues, at
the Sight of the dear Obje& they lofe them all, and
Love teaches them a Diale& much more prevailing,
without the Expence of duller Thought: And
they leave unfaid all they had fo floridly formed
before, a figh a thoufand Things with more Suc-
cefs: Love, like Poetry, cannot be taught, but
uninftru&ed flows without painful Study,- if it be
true;. it is botn in the Soul, a noble Infpiration,
not a Science! Such was Oétavio’s, he thought it
dithonourable to be guilty of the Meannefs of a
Lye; and fay he had no Anfwer: He thought it
rude to fay he had one and would not thew it

Sylvia ;
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Sylaiv; and he believed it the Height of ungenerous
Bafenefs to thew it. 'While he remained this Mo-
ment filent, Sylvia, whofe Love, Jealoufy, and
Impatience ‘endured no Delay, with a malicious
half Smile, and a Tone all angry, Scorn in her
Eyes, and Paffion on her Tongue, fhe cried-----
It is well, O&avio, that you [o early let me know,
you can be falfe, unjuft, and faithlefs; you knew
your Power,” and in  Pity to that Youth and Eafi-
nefs you }?und in me, have given a civil Warmng
to my Heart. In this I muff confefs, continued
fhe, }ou have given a much greater Teftimony of
your Friendfbip {or Philander, than your Paffion
for Sylvia, and I fuppofe you came not here to re-
Jolve your[elf which you fbould prefer ; that was de-
cided “ere you arrived, and this Vifit I imagine was
only to put me out of Doubt: A Piece of Charity
you might bave fpared. She ended this with 2
Scorn, that had a thoufand Charms, becaufe it
gwe him alittle Hope; and he anfwered with a
igh, Ab, Madam, how very eafy you find it to en-
tertain Thoughts difadvantagious of me: And brw
fmall a Fault your Wit and Cruelty can improve to
a Crime! You are not offended at my Friendfbip
for Philander. [ know you do not value my Life,
and my Repofe fo much, as to be concerned who, or
what fhares this Heart that adores you! No, it bas
not merited that Glory; nor dare I prefume to hope,
you fhould fo much as wifh my Paffion for Sylvia,
Jhonld ({itrmaunt my Friend/bip to Philander. If 1 did,
. replied fhe with a Scorn, 1 perceive I might wifbin
vain. Madam, anfwered he, I have too Divine an
Opinion of the Fuflice of the charming Sylvia to believe
I ought, or could make my Approaches to her Heart, '
by Ways fo bafe and ungenerous, the Refult of even
tolerated Treafon is to hate the Traytor. Ob, you
are very mice, O&avio, replied Sylvia, in your
Punctilio to Philander ; but 1 perceive you are not-

3 o
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Jo tender in thofe yom ought to have for Sylvia: [
find Honour in you Men, is only what you pleafe
to make it, for at the fame Time you think it unge-
nerous to betray Philander, you kelieve it no Breach
of Hanour te betray the eternal Rzaﬁ of Sylvia.
You have promiffed Philander your Friendfbip ; you
have avewed yourfelf my Lover, my Slave, my
Friend, my every Thing; and yet not-one of thefe
has any Tye to oblige you to my Interefl: Pray tell
me, continued fhe, when you laft writ to bim; was
it not in order to recesve an Anfwer from bim ?
And was not I to fee that Anfwer? And bere you
think it no Difbonour to break your Word or Pro-
mife; by which I find your falfe Notions of Virtus
and Honoury with which you fexve yourfelves, when
Interefl, Defign, or Sc{ﬁ-La‘ve makes you think it
neceffary. ladam, replied Oétavio, you are plenfed
t0 purfue your Anger, as if indeed 1 bad difobeyed
your Command, or refufed to fbetv you what you
imagine I bave from Philander: Yes, I do, replied
the hattily ; and wonder why you fhould bave a
greater Frieadfbip for Philander, than Jor Sy'l\jia;
rfpecially if it be true that you fay, you bave joiged

Love to Fricndfbip: Or are you of the Opinion of
~ thofe that cry, they cannot be a Lover and @ Friend

of the fame Object, Aby, Madam, cried our per- -

plexed Lover, I beg you to believe, I think it fa

much more my Duty and Inclination to ferve and

obey Sylvia, than I do Philander, that I fwear to
you, ob charming ~Conguerefs of my Soud, if Phi=
lander bave betrayed Sylvia, be has at the fa

Time betrayed Oltavio, and that 1 would revenge
it with the Lofs of my Life: In injuring the adorable
Sylvia, belicve me, lovely Maidy, he injures [
much more than a Friend, as Honour is ahawve the
Inclinations; if he wrong you, by Heaven be cancels
all! He wrongs my Soul, my Honoyr, Miflrefs, and
my Sifter: Fearing he had faid tea much, he

. ]

~

ftopped i
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flopped and fighed at the Word Sifter, and cafting
down his Eyes, blufhing with Shame and Anger,
be continued. Ob give ms leave to fay a Sifter, -
dam, lefi Miflrefs had been too daring and pre-
Jumptuons, and a Title that would not juflify my
Quarrel half fo well, fince it wonld_take the Homour
Jyom my juft Refentment, and blaft it with the
Scandal of Self-Interefk or jealous Revenge. What
you [ay, replied the, deferves Abumdance of Acknow-
ldgment; but if you wonld have me believe you,
you ought to bide nothing from me; and he, me-
thinks, that was fa daring to confefs bis Paffien to
Philander, may after that, wemture on any Dif-
overy: In fhort, OQavio, I demand to fee
#he Return you have from Philander, for pof~
Sbly-—-faid fhe, fweetening her charming Kace
tnta a Smile defigned, I fbould not be difpleafed
te find I might with more Freedom receive your
Addreffés, and on the Coldnefs of Philander’s Rea-
Joming may depend a great Part of your Fate, or
Foxtune : Come, come, produce your Credentials,
they may recommend your Hoart more effectually
than all the fine Things yox can fay ; you know how
#ae leaft Appearance of a Slight frem a Laover may
advaree the Pride of a Mifirefs; and Pride in this
Affwy will be your beft Advocate. Fhus fhe infinu-
sted with all her Female Arts, and put on all
her Chasms of Looks and Smiles, fweetened her
Mouth, foftened her Voice and Eyes, affuming
all the Fendernefs and little AffeQations her fubtle
‘Sex was capable of, while ke lay all ravithed and
almodt expiring at her Feet; fometimes tranfported
with imagined Joys in the Poflefion of the dear
flattering Charmer, he was ready-to unravel all
the Secrets of Philonder’s Letter; but Honour
¢t was even above his Paffion, and made him
ufd at his firft hafty Thought; and now he
firove to put her off with all the Art be could,
) . L 4 who



248  Love-Letters. Part II.

who had fo very little in his Naeure, and whofe
real Love and perfe& Honour had fet him above
the little Evafions of Truth, who fcorned in all
other Cafes the Bafenefs and Cowardice of a Lie;
and fo unfuccefsful now was the liftle honeft Cheat,
which he knew not how to manage well, that it was
foon difcovered to the witty, jealous, and angry
Sylvia: So that after all the Rage a paffionate
‘Woman could exprefs, who believed herfelf in-
jured by the-only two Perfons in the World from
whom fhe expe&ted moft Adoration; fhe had re-
courfe to that natural and foftening Aid of her Sex,
her Tears; and having already reproached Oftavia
with all the Malice of a defeated Woman, fhe
now continued it in fo moving a Manner, that our
Heroe could no longer remain unconquered by that
powerful Way of éharming, but unfixed, to all he
had. refolved, gave up, at leaft, a Part of the Se-
cret, and owned he had a Letter from Philander ;
and after this Confeffion knowing very well he
could not keep her from the Sight of it; noj tho’
an Empire were rendered her to-buy it off; his
Wit was next employed how he fhould defend the

Senfe of it, that fhe might not think Philander

falie. In order to-this, he, forcing a Smile, told
her, that Philander was the moft malicious of his
Sex, and had contrived the beft Stratagem in the
. World to find whether Sylvia flill loved, or Ofa-
vio retzined his Friendfhip for. him: 4nd but that,
continued he, I know the Nature of your curious
Sex 1o be fuch, that if I fbould perfuade you not to
Jee ity it would but the more inflame your Defre of
Jeeing it; I would afk no more Zf the charming
Sylvia, than that fbe would unot oblige me to fhew
what would turn fo greatly. to my own Advantage >
If I were not too fenfible, it is but to emtrap me,
that Philander bas taken this Method in his Anfwer.
. Believe mey adirable Sylviay 1 plead againft my own

ifey -
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Life, while Ibeg you not to put my Honour to the
¢efty by commanding me to fhew this Letter, and
that I join againft the Intereft of my own. Eternal
Repofe while I plead thus. She hears him with a
hundred Changes of Countenance. Love, Rage,
and Jealoufy fwell in her fierce Eyes, her Breath
beats fhort, and fhe was ready to burftinto Speak-
ing befére he had finithed what he had to fay; fhe
called up all the little Difcretion and Redfon Love
had left her to manage herfelf as fhe ought in this
great Occafion; fhe bit her Lips, and fwallowed
her rifing Sighs; but he foon faw the Storm
he had raifed, and knew not how to ftand the
Shock of its Fury; he fighs, 'he pleads in vain,
.and the more he endeavours to excufe the Levity
of Philander, the more he rends her Heart, and

fets her on the Rack; and concluding him falfe, .

fhe could no longer contain her Rage, but broke
out into all the Fury that Madnefs can infpire,
and from one Degree to another wrought her Pai-
fion to the Height of Lunacy: She tore her Hair,
and bit his Hands that endeavoured to reftrain
her’s from Violence, fhe rent the Ornaments from
her fair Body, and difcovered a thoufand Charms
and Beauties ; and finding now that both hisStrength
and Reafon were too weak to prevent the Mifchiefs
he found he had brought on her, he calls for Help:
When Brilliard was but too ready at Hand, with
Antonet, and fome others, who came to his Affi-
ftance. Brilliard, who knew nothing of the Oc-

« cafion of all this, believed it the fecond Part of
his own late Adventure, and fancied that Ofavis

had ufed fome Violence to her; upon this he af-
fumes the Authority of his Lord, and fecretly that
of a Hufband or Lover, and upbraiding the inno-
cent Oftavio with his Brutality, they fell to fuch

”

Words as ended in a Challenge the next Morning,

for Brilliard appeared a Gentleman, Companion to

Ls . his.
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his Lord; and one whom O#favis could not well
refufe: This was not carried fo filently but 4»-
gonet, bufy as fhe was about her raving Lady,
heard the Appointment, and U&avio quitted the
Chamber almoft as much difturbed as $ywia,whom,
with much ado, they perfuaded him to leave; but
before he did fo, he on his Knees offered her the
Letter, and implored her to receive it; fo abfo-
lutely his Love had vanquifhed his nobler Pare,
that of Honour. But fhe attending no Motions
but thofe of her own Rage, had no Regard eithes
to Oétavio’s Proffer, or his Arguments of Excufe;
fo that he went away with the Letter in all the
Extremity of Diforder. This laft Part of his Sub-
miffion was not feen by Brilliard; who immedi-
ately left the Chamber, upon receiving Oftavio’s
Anfwer to his Challenge; fo that Syfviz was now
_left with- her Woman only; whe by Degrees
brought her to more Calmnefs; and Brilhard,
impatient to hear the Reproaches he hoped fhe
would give OfZauio when fthe was returned to Rea-
fon, being curious of any Thing that might redound
to his Difadvantage, whom ke took to be a power- ..
ful Rival, returned again into her Chamber: But
in lieu of hearing what he wifhed, 8yliiz being
recovered from her Paffion of Madnefs, and her
Soul in a State of thinking a little with Reafon,
the mifles O¢Zavio in the Croud, and with a Voice
her Rage had infeebled to a Languifhment, fhe
‘eried----furveying carefully thofe about her, Ob
wbhere is OQavio ! Where is that Angel Man? He
who of all his Kind can give me Comfort.? Madam,
replied Antonet, bhe is gome; whilke he was bere,
be kneeled and prayed in vain, byt for a Word, or
Looks his Tears are yit remaining wet upon your
Feet, and all for one [enfible Reply, but Rage bad,
deafened yous what has be dome to merit this? Ob
Antonet, cried Syvia---=-B was what be would
: not
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not do, that makes me rave; run, hafle and fetch
bim back-----But let him leave his Honour all be-
Bind: Telt him he has too much Confideration for
Philander, and none for my Repofe. Ob, Bril-
liard,——--Have I no Friend in view dares carry a
Mejage from me to Oavio? Bid him return, ob
inflantly return—--1Ldie, I languifb for a Sight of
bim-——--Defcending Angels would not be fo welcome
——-Why fland ye fill-—~--have I no Power with
yots----Will none obey----Then running haftily to
“the Chamber Door, fhe called her Page, to whom
the cried-----Hafle, bhafle, dear Youth, axd find
OGQavio out, and bring him to me inflantly: Tell
bim I die to fee him. The Boy, glad of fo kind
a Meflage to fo liberal a Lover, runs on his Er-
rand, while fhe returns to her Chamber, and en-
deavours to recolle&t her Senfes againft Oftavio’s
coming as much as poffibly fhe could: She dif-
miffes her Attendant with different Apprehenfions ;
fometimes Brilliard believed this was the fecond
Part of her firft Raving, and having never feen
her thus, but for Philander, concludes it the Height
of Tendernefs and Paffion for O&Zavio; but becaufe
fhe made fo publick a Declaration of it, he believed
ke had given her a Philter, which had raifed her
Flame fo much abové the Bounds of Modefty and
Difcretion ; concluding it fo, he knew the ufual
Effe&s of Things of that Nature, and that nothing
could allay the Heat of fuch a Love but Pofleffion ;
_ and eafily deluded with every Fancy that flattered
his Love, mad, ftark-mad, by any Way to obtain
the Laft Blefling with Sylvia,” he confults with
Antonet how to get one of Ofavic’s Letters out .
of her Lady’s Cabinet, and feigning many frivolous
Reafons, which deluded the ‘amorous Maid, he
erfuaded her to get him one, which fhe did in

ﬁalf an Hour after; for by this Time Sylvia being _
_in as much Tranquillity as it was poffible a Lover
‘ ‘L6 could
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could be in, who had the Hopes of knowing all

the Secrets of the falfe Betrayer, fhe had called /»-
tonet to drefs her; which fhe refolved fhould be in
all the carelefs Magnificence that Art or Nature
could put oi; to charm Oavio wholly to Obe-~
dience, whom fhe had fent for, and whom fhe
expe&ted ! But fhe was no fooner fet to her Toy-
let, but O&avic’s Page arrived with a Letter
from his Mafter, which fhe greedily fnatched, and
read this:

QCcTAVIO 20 SYLVIA.

BY this Time, oh charming Sylvia, give me leave
to hope your Rage is abated, and your Reafon
returned, and that you will hear a little from the
moft unfortunate of Men, whom you have reduced
to this miferable Extremity of lofing either the Ado-
rable Obje& of his Soul, or his Hgonour: If you
can prefer«a little Curiofity that will ferve but to
affli& you, before either that or my Repofe, what
Efteem ought I to believe you have for ‘the unfor-
tunate Oéqvio: And if you hate me,as it is evident,
if you compell me to the Extremity of lofing my
Repofe or Honour, what Reafon or Argument
. have I to prefer fo carelefs a Fair One above thé
Iaft? Tt is certain you neither do nor can love
-me now ; and how much below that Hope fhall
the expefed and abandoned OcZavio be, when he
fhall pretend to that Glory without his Honour ?
Believe me, charming Maid, I would facrifice my
Life, and my entire Fortune at your leat Com-
mand to ferve you; but to render you a Devoir
that muft point me out the bafeft of my 8ex, is
. what my Temper muft refift in Spite of all the
Violence of my Love; and I thank my happier
Stars, that they have given me Refolution enough
e rather
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rather to fall a Sacrifice to the laft, than be guilty
of the Breach of thefirft: This is the laftand pre-
fent Thought and Pleafure of my Soul; and left
it fhould, by the Force of thofe Divine Ideas
which eternally furround it, be foothed and flat-
tered from its noble Principles, I will to Morrow
put myfelf out of the Hazard of Temptation, and -
" divert if poffible, by Abfence, to the Campagne,

thofe foft importunate Betrayers of my Liberty,
that perpetually follicit in Favour of you: I dare
Rot fo much as bid you Adieu, one Sight of that
bright Angel’s Face would undg me, unfix my
nobler Refolution, and leave me a defpicable
Slave, fighing my unrewarded Treafon at your
infenfible Feet: My Fartune I leave to be difpofed
by you; but the'more ufelefs Neceffary I will for
ever take from thofe lovely Eyes, who can look
on nothing with Joy, but the happy Philander :.
If I have denied you one Satisfattion, at leaft I
have given you this other of fecuring you eternally
from the '%rouble and Importunity of, Madam,

your faithful*
OCTAVIO.
This Letter to any other lefs fecure of her

Power than was our fair Subje&®, would have
made them impatient, and angry ; but fhe found -

that there was fomething yet in her Power, the d

Difpenfation of which could foon recal him from
any Refolution he was able to make of abfenting
himfelf. Her Glafs flood before her, and every
Glance that Way was an Affurance and Security
to her Heart; fhe could not fee that Beauty, and
doubt its Power ~of Perfuafion. She theréfore
_took her Pen, and writ him this Anfwer, being
in a Moment furnithed with all the Art and Sub-
tilty that was neceflary on this Occafion.

Syr-
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SrvrrLviafOcecTavia
My Lord, .

THO’I have not Beauty enough to. command

your Heart; at leaft allow me, Senfe enough
to oblige your Belief, that I fancy and refent all
that the Letter contains which you have denied
me, and that I am not of that &rt of Women,
whofe Want of Youth or Beauty renders o con-
flant to purfue the Ghoft of a departed Love: It
is enough to juftify my Honour, that I was not
the firlt Aggreflor. I find myfelf purfued by too
many Charms of Wit, Youth, and Gallantry, to
bury myfelf beneath the Willows, or to whine
away my Youth by murmuring Rivers, or betake
me to the laft Refufe of a deelining Beauty, a
Monaftery: No, my Eord, when [ have revenged
and recompenfed myfelf for the Injuries of one
Inconftant, with the Joys a thoufand imploring
Lovers offer, it will be %‘ime to be weary of a
World, which yet every Day prefents me new
Joys; and I fwear to you, Of2avis, that it was
more to recompenfe what I owed your Paffion,
that I defired a convincing Proof of Philander’s
Falthood, than for any other Reafon, and you have .
too much Wit not to know it; for what other
Ufe could I make of the Secret? If he be falfe
he is gone, unworthy of me, and impofiible to be
retrieved; and I would as foon dye my fullied
Garments, and wear them over again, as take to
my Embraces a reformed Lover, the Native firft
" Luftre of whofe Paffion is quite extin&, and is
no more the fame; no, my Lord, fhe muft be
poor in Beauty, that has ﬁecourfe to Shifts fo
mean; if [ would know the Secret, by all that is
good it were to hate him heartily, and to difpofef
: ’ (&)
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of my Perfon to the beft Advantage; which in
Honour I cannot do, while I am unconvinced of
the Falfenefs of him with whom I exchapged a
thoufand Vows of Fidelity; but if he unlink the
Chaip, Tam at perfect Liberty; and why by this
Detay you fthould make me lofe my Time, f am not
able to conceive, unlefs you fear I fhould then
take you at your Word, and expe& the Perform-
ance of all the Vows of Love you have made
me----If that be it---my Pride ﬁ:a.l{ be your Secu-
rity, or if other Recompence you exped, fet the
Price upon your Secret, and fee at what Rate I
fhall purchafe the Liberty it will procure me ;
poflibly it may be fuch as may at once infranchize
me, and revenge me on the perjured Ingrate,
than which nothing can be a greater Satisfaction

to
SYLFIA

" She feals this Letter with a Wafer, and givi
it to Antonet to give the Page, believing fhe b
writ what would not be in vain to the quick-
fighted Oc?avio; Antanet takes both that and the
other which Of#avio had fent, and left her Lady
bufy in dreffing her Head; and went to Brilliard’s
Chamber, who thought every Moment an Age
till fhe came, fo vigorous he was on his new De-
fign. That which was fent to Ofavis, being
fealed with a wet Wafer, he neatly opens, as
it was eafy to do, and read, and fealed again, and
Antonet delivered it to the Page. After receiving
what Pay Brilliard could force himfelf to beftow
upon her, fome Flatteries of diffembled Love, and
fome cold Kiffes, which even Imagination could _
not render better, the returned to her Lady, and
he to his Stratagem, which was, to counterfeit 3
Lectter from Oéfavio; fhe having in her’s given him
a Hiat; by bidding him feta Price upon the Secret,
’ which
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which he had heard was that of a Letter from Pbi-
lander, with all the Circumftances of it, from the
faithlefs Antonet, whom Love had betrayed ; and
after blotting much Paper to try every Letter
through the Alphabet, and to produce them like
thofe of Ofavis, which was not hard for a Lover
of Ingenuity, he fell to the Bufinefs of what he
would write; and having finifhed it to his Liking,
his next Trouble was how to convey it to her;
for Oftavio always fent his by his Page, whom he
could truft. He now was certain of Love between
them; for though he often had perfuaded Antonet to
bring him Letters, yet fhe could not be wrought
on till now to betraz her Truft; and what he
long apprehended, he found too true on both
Sides, and now he waited but for an Opportunity
to fend it feafonably, and in a lucky Minute. In
the mean Time Syvia adorns herfelf for an abfo-
lute Conqueéft, and difpofing herfelf in the moft
charming, carelefs, and tempting Manner fhe could
devife, the lay, expeing her coming Lover, on a
Repofe of rich Embroidery of Gold on blue Sat-
tin, hung within-fide with little amorous Pictures
of Venus defcending in her Chariot naked to A=
donis, fhe embracing, while the Youth, more eager
of his rural Sports, turns half from her in a Po-
fture of purfuing his Dogs, who are on their
Chace: Another of Armida, who is drefling the
fleeping Warrior up in Wreaths of Flowers, while
a hundred little Loves are playing with his gilded
Armour; this puts on his l-zelmet too big for his
little Head that hides his whole Face; another
makes a Hobby-Horfe of his Sword and Lance ;
andther fits on his Breaft-piece, while three or
four little Cupids are feeming to heave and help
him to hold it an End, and all turned the Emblems
of the Heroe into Ridicule. - Thefe, and fome
other of the like Nature, adorned the Pavilion of
: - the
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the languithing fair One, who lay carelefly on
her Side, her Arm leaning on little Pillows “of
Point of Pemice, and a Book of Amours in her
other Hand. Every Noife alarmed her with tremb-
ling Hope that her Lover was come, and' I have
heard the faid, fhe verily believed, that alting and
feigning the Lover poffefled her with a Tender-
nefs againft her Knowledge and Will ; and fhe
found fomething more in her Soul than a bare
Curiofity of feeing Ofavio for the Letter’s Sake:
But in lieu of her Lover, fthe found herfelf once
more approached with a Billet from him, which
" brought this.

OcTAaviofo SYLv 1A,

. AH, Sylvia, he muft be more than human that
can withftand your Charms; I confefs my
Frajlty, and fall before you the weakeft of my Sex,
-and own I am ready to believe all your dear Let-
ter contains, and have Vanity enough to wreft
every hopeful Word to my own Intereft, and in
Favour of my-own Heart:” What will become of
me, if my eafy Faith fhould only flatter me, and
I with Shame fhould find it was not meant to
me, or if it were, it was only to draw me from a
Virue which has been hitherto the Pride and
Beauty of my Youth,. the Glory of my Name, my
Comfort and Refuge in all Extremes of. Fortune;
the eternal Companion, Guide and Counfellor of
all my A&ions: Yet this Good you only have
Power to rob me of, and leave me expofed to the
Scorn of all the laughing World; . yet give me
Love! Give me but Hgopc in lieu of it, and I am
content to diveft myfelf of all befides.
Perhays you will fay I afk .too mighty a Rate

for fo poor a Secret. %ut even in that there lies
one
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ene of my own, that will more expofe the Feeble-
nefs of my Blood agd Name, than the Difcovery
will me in particular, fo that I know not what §
do, when I give you up the Knowledge you de-~
fire. Still you will fay all this is to inhance its
Value, and raife the Price: And oh, I fear you
have taught my Soul every Quality it fears and
dreads in yours}: and lea.rrz it to chaffer for every
Thought, .if I could fix upon the Rate to- fell it
at: And I with Shame confefs I would be mer-
cenary, could we buta upon the Price; but
my Refpect forbids me ﬁ hings bu¢ Glent Hope,
-and that, in Spite of me and all my Reafom, will
predominate; for the reft I will wholly refign my-
felf, and all the Faculties of my Soul, to the
charming Arbitrator of my Peace, the powerful
Judge of Love, the adorable Sylvia; and at her Feet
all fbe demands ;" yes, fhe fhall find me
there to juftify 3ll the Weaknefs this preclaims;
fox I confiefs, oh we 900 powerfid Maid, that yeu
have abfolutely fabdued
' Yur OCGTAKIO

. Shehad no foomer resd this Lestor, but Juive
aet, infead of haying it by, cartied it sa Brillierd,
aad depasted the Chamber to. maka Way for- Odia-
wio, whe fhe imagined was coming to make his
¥ifit, and left Syluia confidering how fhe fhould
manage him to the bet Advantage, and with moft
Honour acquit hesfelf of what fhe had made bim
hope; but inftead: of his coming to. wait on her,
an-une¢xpelod Accident arrived to prevent him
for 2 Meflenger from the Psince eame with Com-
mands that he thould fosthwith come to his Hi
nefs, the Meffenger  having command to bang
him along with him : So that not able to difoba‘y,
he only begged Fime to write a Note of . Bufinefs,
which was a Billet to Sylvia to excufs lumf:ﬂl{
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till the next Day; for it being five Leagues to
the Village where the Prince waited his coming,
he could not return that Night; which was the
Bufinefs of the Note, with which his Page hafted
to Sylvia. Brilliard, who was pow a vigilant
Lover, and waiting for every Opportunity that
might favour his Defign, faw the Page arrive with
‘the Note; and, as it was ufual, he took it to carry
to his Conquerefs; but meeting Mutenst on the
Stairs, be gave her what he had before counter-
feited with fuch Art, after he had opened what
Odftavio bad fent, and found Fortune was wholly
on his Side, he having learned from the Page be-
fides, that his Lord bad taken Coach with Mon-
fieur---to go to his Highnefs, and would not return:
that Night: Ansonet, not knowing the Deceit, car-
ried her Lady the forged Letter, who opened it
with eager hafte, and read this,

To the cbarming SYLVIA.

M‘m, -
SINCE I have a Secret, which none but I
can unfold, -and that you have offered at anp
Rate to buy it of me, give me leave to fay, that
you, fair ture, have another Secvet, a ol::
difpenfe, which none.but you can give the
guithing Q7avie: I you dare purchafe this of
mine, with that infinitely more valuable one of
yours, I will be as fecret as Death, and think my-
felf happier than a fancied God!. Take what
 Methods you pleafe for the Payment, and what
Time, order me, command me, conjure me, [
will wait, watch, and pay my Duty at all Hours,
to fnatch -the moft convenient one to reap fo ra-
vithing a Bleffing. I know you will accufe me
with all the Confidence and Rudenefs V‘Vn ::e
o - otld:
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World: But oh! Confider, " lovely Sylvia, that
that Paffion which could change my Soul from
all the Courfe of Honour, has Power to make
me forget that nice Refpet your Beauty awes me
with, and my Paffion is now arrived at fuch a
Height, it obeys no Laws but itsown; and I am
obftinately bent on the Purfuit of that vaft Pleafure
I fancy to find in the dear, the ravithing Arms of
the adorable Sylvia: Impatient of your Anfwer,
¥ am, as Love compels me, LZ:dam, your
Slave,

OCTAVIO.

The Page, who waifed no Anfwer, was. de-
parted ; but Sylvia, who believed he attended, was
m a thoufand Minds what to fay or do: She
blufthed, as fhe read, and then looked pale with
Anger and Difdain, and, but. that fthe had already
given her Honour up, it would have been fome-
thing more furprizing: But fhe was ufed to
Queftions of that Nature, and therefore received
this with fo much the lefs Concern; neverthelefs,
it was fufficient to fill her Soul with a "thoufand
Agitations; but when fhe would be angry, the
- Confideration of what fhe had writ to him, to
encourage him to this Boldnefs, ffopped her Rage:
When fhe would take it ill, fhe confidered his
Knowledge of her loft Fame, and that took off a
great Part of her Refentment on that Side; and
in Midft of all the was raving for the Knowledge
of Philander’s Secret. She rofe from the Bed,
and walked about the Room in much Diforder,
full of Thought and no Conclufion; fhe is athamed
to confult of this Affair with Antonet, and knows
pot what to fix on: The only Thing fhe was cer-
tain of, and which was fully and undifputably
refolved in her Soul, was never to confent to fo
falfe an Adtion, never to buy the Secret at fo dear

a Rate ;
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a Rate; fhe abhors Ofavio, whom fhe regards no
more as that fine Thing which before fhe_thought
him; and a thoufand Times fhe was about to write
her Defpite and Contempt, but flill the dear Secret
ftaid her Hand, and fhe was fond of the Totment:
At laft Antonet, who was aflli¢ted to know the
Caufe of this Diforder, afked her Lady if Oétavio
would not come; No, replied Sy/via, blufhing at
the Name, nor never fball the ungrateful Man dare
2o bebold my Face any more. Jefu, replied Antonet,
what bas be done, Madam, to deferve this Seve-
rity ? For he was a great Benefaltor to Antonet,
and had already by his Gifts and Prefents made
her a Fortune for a Burgomafter. He bas, faid
Sylvia, committed fuch an Impudence as deferves
Death from my Hand: This the fpoke in Rage,
and walked away crofs the Chamber. 7%y, Madam,
cried Antonet, does be demy to give you the Let-
ter? No, replied Sylvia, but afks me fuch a Price
for it, as makes me bate myfelf, that am reduced
by my #ll Conduct to Addrﬁr of. that Nature :
Heavens, Madam, what can be afk you to affiic?
you fo! The prefumptuous Man, faid fhe (in Rage)
bas the Impudence to afk what never Man, but
Philander, was ever poffeffed of----At this, Antonet
laughed----Gaood Lord, Madam, faid the, and are
you angry at fuch Defires in Men towards you? I
" believe you are the firf} Lady .in the World that
was ever offended for being defirable : .Can any
Thing proclaim, your Beauty more, or your Youth,
or Wit? Marry, Madam, I wifh I were worthy
0 be afked the Queflion by all the fine, Dancing,
Dreffing, Song-making Fops .in Town. And you.
would yield, veplied Sylvia: Not fo neither, replied
. Antonet, but I would f[park m{e&‘; and value my-
Jfelf the more upon it. Obk, faid Sylvia, fbe that is
- fo fond of hearing of Love, mo doubt but will find

Jome one’ to praltife it with. That is as 1 fhould

I Sfind
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find myfelf inclined, replied Amtomet. Sylvia was
Trot fo intent on Antoner's Raillery, but fhe im-
ployed all her Thought the while on what fhe had
to do: And thofe laft Words of dmiomet’s jogped
a Thought that ran en to one very advantagious,
at leaft her prefent and firft Apprehenfion of it
was fuch: And fhe turned to Antonet, with a Face
more gay than it was the laft Minute, and cried,
Prithee, good Wench, tell me what Sert of Man
would foonefi incline you to a Yieldig : If yox com-
wand ‘me, Madam, te be free with yowr Ladyfbip,
veplied Antonet, 1 muft confefs there are twn Sorts
%‘Mm that world moft Oillainoufly inclirg me :
JoA is he that would make my Fortune befly
the next, be that would make my Pleafure; the
young, the handfom, or rather the well-bred and
good-bivmonred ; but above all, the Man of Wit. But
what would you fay, Antonet, replied Sylvia, ;f
oll thefe made up in one Men pould make his Ad-
dreffes to youd Why then moft certainly, Madam,
replied Antomet, 1 frould yield bim my Homour,
. after a reafonable Stege. 'This though the wanton
oung Maid fpoke poflibly 2t firft more to put
zer in good Humour, than from any Inch-
nation {he had to what the 1aid ; after many
Arguments upon thst Subje®, Sylvia, cunning
enough to purfue her Defign, brought the Bufinefs
more Home, and told her in plain Terms, that
Ofayio was the Man who had been fo prefump-
tuous as to alk fo great a Reward as the Pofleffion
of herfelf for the Secret ¥he defired ; and, after 2
thoufand lictle Suttleties, having made the for-
watd Girl confefs with Blufhes fhe was not a Maid,
the infinuated into her an Opion, that what the
had done already {without any other Motive than -
that of Love, as the confefled, in which Intereft
had no Part) would make the Trick the eafier to
do again, efpecially if fhe brought to her Atms a
' ; Perfon:

\
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Perfon of Youth, Wit, Gallantry, Beauty, and
all the charming Qualities that adorn a2 Man, and
that befides fhe thould find it turn to good Ac~
count; and for her Secrefy the might depend upon
it, fince the Perfon, to whofe Embraces fhe theuld
fubmit herfelf, thould not know but that the her-
felf was the Woman: So that, fays Sylvia, 1 will
bave all the Infamy, and you the énmrd every
Way with unblemifbed Homoar. While fhe fpoke,
the willing Maid gave an inward pleafing Atten-
tion, thou%: at firft fhe made a few faint modeft
Scruples: Nor was fhe lefs joyzd to hear it thould
be Oftavio, whom fhe knew to be rich, and very
handfome; and the immediately found the Hu-
mour of Inconftancy feize her; and Brilliard ap-
peared a very Hu Lover in Comparifon of
this new brifker Man of Quality; fo that after
fome Pro’s and Con’s the whole Matter was
thus concluded on between thefe twe young Per~
fons, who neither wanted Wit nor Beauty; and
both crowed over the Contrivance, as a moft di-
verting Piece of little Malice, that fhould ferve
their prefent Turn, and make them Sport far the
future. The next Thing that was confidered was
a Letter which was to be fent in Anfwer, and
that Sylvia being to write with her own Hand
begot a new Doubt, infomuch as the whole Bu-~
finefs was at a Stand : For when it came to that
- Point that fhe herfelf was to confent, the found
the Proje&t look with a Face fo foul, that fhe a
huridred Times refolved and unrefolved.. But Phi-
lander filled her Soul, Revenge was in her View,
and that one Thought put her on new Refolves
to purfue the Defign, let it be never fo bafe and
difthonourable: Kes, cried fhe at laft, 7 can commir
no Aftion that is not more juft, -excafable and ho-
nourable, than that which O&avio has done to me,
who ufes me like a common Mifirefs of the Town,
) and
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and dares afk me that which bhe knows he durft
not doy if he bad not mean and abject Thoughts of
me; bis Bafene[s deferves Death at my Hand, if I
bad Courage to give it him, and the leaff I can do
is to deceive the Deceiver. Well themy, givg me my
Scrutore, fays fhe ; fo, fitting down, fhe writ this,
not without Abundance of Guilt and Confufion;
for yet a certain Honour, which the had by Birth,
checked the Cheat of her Pen. _

Svyrviaz OcTAvio.

THE Price, Octavio, which you have fet upon
your Secret, I (more generous than you)
will give your Merit, - to which alone it is due : If
1 fhould pay fo high a Price for the firft, you would
believe I had the lefs Efteem for the 1aft, and Lk
would not have you think me- fo poor in Spirit
to yield on any otherTerms. If I valued Phi-
lander yet---after his confirmed Inconftancy, I
would have you think I fcorn to yield a Body
where I do not give a Soul, and am yet to be
perfuaded there are any fuch Brutes amohgft my
Sex; but as I never iad a Wifh but where [
loved, fo I never extended one till now to any
but Philander; yet fo much my Senfe of Shame
is above my growing Tendernefs, that I could
wifh you would be fo generous to think no more
- of what you feem to purfue with fuch Earneftnefs
and Hafte. - But left I fhould retain any Sort of .
former Love for Philander, whom I am impa-
tient to rafe wholly from my Soul, I grant you
all you afk, proviz:d you will be difcreet in the
Management: Antonet therefore fhall only be
trufted with the Secret; the outward Gate you
. fhall find at twelve only fhut to, and Antonet wait
you at the Stairs-foot to conduét you to me;
come
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come alone. Iblufh and gild the Paper with their
Refle&ions, at the Thought of an Encounter like

this, before I am half enough fecured of your Heart. .

And that you ‘may be made more abfolutely the
Mafter of mine, fend me immediately Philander’s
Letter inclofed, that if any Remains of Chagrin
poffefs me, they may be totally vanquithed by
twelve 0’Clock.

SYLV1A

She having, with much Difficulty, writ this, read
it to her trufty Confident; for this was the only

- Secret of her Lady’s fhe was refolved never to -

difcover to Brilliard, and to the End he might know
nothing of it the fealed the Letter with Wax: But
before fhe fealed it, the told her Lady, fhe thought
fhe might have fpareed Abundance of her Bluthes,
and have writ a lefs kind Letter; for a Word of
Invitation or Confent would have ferved as well.
To which Sylvia replied, her Anger againft him
was too high not to give him all the Defeat imagi-
able, and the greater the Love appeared, the
greater would be the Revenge when Le thould come
to know (as in Time he fhould) how like a falfe
Friend fhe had treated him. This Reafon, or any
at that Time would have ferved Antonet, ‘whofe
Heart was fet upon a new Adventure, and in fuch
Hafte the was (the Night coming on a-pace) to
know how fhe fhould drefs, and what more was
to be done, that the only went out to call the
Page, and meeting Brilliard (who watched every
Bodies Motion) on the Stair-Cafe, he afked her
what that was; and fhe faid, to fend by O&zavio’s
Page: You need not look in it, faid fhe (when he
fnatched it haftily out of her Hand:) F::" I can tell
you the Contents, and it is feald fo, it muft be
known if you unvip it > Welly well, fail he, if you tell
it mey 1t will fatisfy my CuriojityM as well 5 ‘therefore

- o rit
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Pll give it the Page. She returns in again to her
Lady, and he to his own Chamber to read what
Anzver the dear Obje& of his Defire had fent to
his forged one: So epening it, he found it fuch
as his Soul wifhed, and was all Joy and Ecftafy;
he views himfelf a hundred Times in the Glafs,
and fet himfelf in Order with all the Opinion and
Pride, asif his own good Parts had gained him
the Bleffing; he enlarged himfelf as -he walked,
and knew not what todo, fo extreamly was he
ravithed with his coming Joy; he blefled himfelf,
his Wit, his Stars, his Fortune; then read the
dear obliging Letter, and kifled it all over, asif it
had been meant to him; and after he had forced
himfelf to alittle more ferious Confideration, he
bethought himfelf of what he had to do in order
to this dear Appointment: He finds in her Letter,
that in the firft Place he was to fend her the Let-
ter from Philander: 1 told you before he took
Oftavid’s Letter from the Page, when he under-
ftood his Lord was going five Leagnes out of
Town Yo the Prince. Ofavio could not avoid his
goin% and wrote to Sylvia ;. in which he fent her
the Letter Philander writ, wherein was the firft
Part of the Confeffion of his Love to Madam the
Countefs of Clarinau: Generoufly Ofavio fent
it without Terms; but Brilliard {lid his own forged
one into Antonet’s Hand in lieu of it, and now he
read that from Philander, and wondered at his
Lord’s Inconftancy; yet glad of the Opportuity to
take Sylvia’s Heart a little more off from him, he
foon refolved fhe fhould have the Letter; but
being wholly mercenary, and fearing that either
when once fhe had it, it might make her go back
fiom her promifed Affignation, or at leaft put her
out of Humour, fo as to fpoil a great Part of the
Entertainment he defigned: He took the Pains to
counterfeit another Billet to her, which was this.
- 7o
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7o SYLVIA.

Madam,

SINCE we have began to chaffer, you muft

give me Leave to make the beft of the Advan-
“tage I find I have upon you ; and having violated
my Honour to Philander, allow the Breach of it
in fome Degree on other Occafions; not but I
have all the Obedience and Adoration for you that
ever poflefled the Soul of a moft paffionate and
languithing Lover: But, fair Sy/via, I know not
whether, when you have feen the Secret of the
falfe Pbhilander, you may not think it lefs valuable
than you before did, and fo defraud me of my
Due. Give me Leave, oh wondrous Creature! To
fufpe& even the moft perfect of your Sex; and
to tell, you that I will no fooner approach your
Prefence, but I will refign the Paper you fo much
wifh. If you fend me no Anfwer, I will come
according to your Direétions: If {ou do, I muit
obey and wait, though -with that Impatience that
never attended a fuffering Lover, or any but, Di-

vine Creature, your
OCTAVIO.

This he fealed, and after a convenient Diftance
of Time carried as from the Page to Anto-
net, who was yet contriving with her Lady, to
whom the gives it, who read it with Abundance
of Impatience, being extreamly angry at the Rude-

nefs of the-Style, which -fhe fanfied much altered -

from what it was; and had not her Rage blinded
her, the might eafily have perceived the Difference

too of the Charadter, though it came as nearto the -

. like as peflible fo fhort a Pra&ice could produce;
) . M 2 She

4l
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She took it with the other, and tore it in Pieces
with Rage, and fwore the would be revenged;
but, after calmer Thoughts, fhe took up the
Pieces to keep to upbraid him with, and fell to
weeping for Anger, Defeat and Shame ; but the
Agril Shower being paft, fhe returned to her for-
mer Refentment, and had fome Pleafure amidft
all her Torment of Fears, Jealoufies, and Senfe
of G&avic’s Difrefpe& in the Thoughts of Re-
venge; in order to which the contrives how An-
tonet fhall manage herfelf, and commanding her
to bring out fome fine Point Linen, fhe drefled
up Antonet’s Head with them, and put heron a
Shift, laced with the fame ; for though the intended
no Light thould be in the Chamber when Oé?a-
~ wio fhould énter, fhe knew he underftood by his
Touch the Difference of fine Things from other.
In fine, having drefled her exa&ly as fhe herfelf
ufed to be when fhe received OfZavio’s Vifits in
Bed, fhe embraced her, and fanfied the was much
of her own Shape and Bignefs, and that it was
impofiible to find the Deceit: And now fhe made
Antonet drefs her up in her Cloths, and mobbing
her Sarfenét Hood about her Head, fhe appeared
fo like Antonet (all but the Face) that it was not
eafy to diftinguith theth: And Night coming on
they both long for the Hour of Twelve, though
with diffcrent Defigns; and having before given
Notice that Sylvia was gone to Bed, and
would receive no Vifit that Night, they were
alone to finifth all their Bufinefs: This while
Brilliard was not idle, but having a fine Bath
made, he wafhed and perfumed his y, and af-
ter drefled .himfelf in the fineft Linen perfumed
that he had, and mad¢ himfelf as fit as poffible
for his Defign; hor was his Shape, which was
very good, or his Stature, unlike to that of
Ottqvio: And ready for the Approach, he conveys

him-
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himfelf out of the Houfe, telling his Footman
he would put himfelf to Bed after his Bathing, -
and, locking his Chamber Door, ftole out; and
it being dark, miany a longing Turn he walked,
impatient till all the Candles were outin every
Room of the Houfe : In the mean Time, he
employed his Thoughts on a thoufand Things,
but all relating to Sylvia; fometimes the T'reach-
ery he fhewed in this A&ion to his Lord,
caufed fhort-lived Blufhes in his Face, which va-
nithed as foon, when he confidered his Lord falfe
to the moft beautiful of her Sex: Sometimes he
_accufed and curfed the Levity of Sylvia that could °
ield to O¢tavio, and was as jealous as if the had
indeed been to have received that charming °
Lover; but when his Thought direGed him to
his own Happinefs, his Pulfe beat high, his Blocd
_ flufhed apace in his Cheeks, his Eyes languifted
with Love, and his Body with a feverith Fit! In
thefe Extreams, by Turns, he paffed at leaft threc
tedious Hours, with a ftriking Watch in his Fand ;
and when it told it was twelve, he advanced near
the Door, but finding it fhut walked yet with
greater Impatience, every half Minute going to
the Door; at laft he found it yield to his Hand
that puthed it: But oh, what Mortal can exprefs
his Joy ! His Heart beats double, his Knees tremble,
and a Feeblenefs feizes every Limb; he breathes
nothing but fhort Sighs, and is ready in the dark
Hall to fall on the Floor, and was forced to lean
on the Rail that begins the Stairs to take a little.
Courage : While he was there recruiting himfelf,
intent on nothing but his vaft Joy; Oé&avio, who .
~ going to meet the Prince, being met half Way
by that young Heroe, was difpatched back again _
without advancing to the End of his five Leagues,
and impatient to fee Sylvia, after Philander’s
Letter that he had fent her, or at leaft impatient to
M3 hear
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hear how fhe took it, and in what Condition {he
was, he, as foon as he alighted, went towards her
Houfe in order to have met Antonet, or her Page,
or fome that could inform him of her Welfare ; tho'
it was ufual for Sylvia to fit up very late, and he had
often made her Vifits at that Hour: And Brilliard,
wholly intent on his Adventure, had left the Door
.open ; fo that Oflavio perceiving it, believed they
were all up in the back Rooms where Sylvia’s A-
partment was towards a Garden, for he faw no
Light forward. . But he was no fooner entered
(which he did without Noife) but he heard a foft
Breathing, which made him make a Stand in the
Hall: And by and by he heard the foft Tread of
fome Body defcending the Stairs; At this he ap-
proaches near, and the Hall being a Marble Floor,
his Tread was not heard; when he heard one
cry with a Sigh---—-#bo is fhere? And another
replied, It is 12 Who are yoa? 'The firft re-
plied, 4 ﬁa_itlgful and an impatient. Lover. ~Give
me your Hand then replied the Female Voice,”
I will condui? you to your Happinefs. You
may imagine in what Surprize Odavio was at
fo unexpeéted an Adventure, and, like a jealous
Lover, did not at all doubt but the Happinefs
. expefted was Sylvia, and the impatient Lover
fome one, whom he could not imagine, but
raved within to know, and in a Moment ran
over in his Thoughts all the Men of Quality,
or celebrated Beauty, or Fortune in the Town,
but was_at as great a Lofs as at firft Thinking:
But be thou who thou wilty cried -he to him-
felf; Traiter as thou art I will by thy Death
© revenge m}]él{ on the faithle/i Fair One: And
- taking out his Sword, he had advanced to-
wards the Stairs-foot, when he heard them
both foftly afcend; but being a Man of perfe&
good Nature, as all the Brave and Witty are, he

~ refleéted
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refleéted on the fevere Ufage he had from Sjlvia,
notwithftanding all his Induftry, his vaft Expence,
and.all the Advantages of Nature. This Thought
made him, in the Midft of all his Jealoufy and
Hafte, paufe a little Moment; and fain he
would have perfuaded himfelf, that what he
beard was the Errors of his Senfe; or that he
dreamed, or that it was at leaft not to Syfvia, to
whom this afcending Lover was advancing: But
to undeceive him of that favourable Imagination,
they were no fooner on the Top of the Stairs,
but he not being many Steps behind could both
hear and fee, by the ill Light of a great Sath-Win-
dow on the Stair-Cafe, the happy Lover enter
the Chamber-Door of Syfvia, which he knew too
well to be miftaken, not that he could perceive
who, or what they were, but two Perfons not
to be diftinguithed. Oh what human Fancy, (but
that of a Lover to that Degree that was our
oung Heroe,) can imagine the Amazement and
orture of his Soul, wherein a thoufand other
Paffions reigned at once, ard, maugre all his
Courage and Refolution, forced him to fink be-
neath their Weight? He ftood holding himfelf up
. by the Rails of the Stair-Cafe, without having
the Power to afcend farther, or to fhew any o-
ther Signs of Life, but thatof Sighing; had he
been a favoured Lover, had he been a known de-
clared Lover to all the World, had he but hoped
he had had fo much Intereft with the falfe Beau-
ty, as but-to have been defigned upon for a fu-
ture Love or Ufe, he would have ruthed in, and
bave made the guilty Night a Covert to a Scene
of Blood ; but even yet he had an Awe upon his
Soul for the perjured Fair One, though at the fame
Time he refolved the thould be the Obje&t of his
" Hate; for the Nature of his Honeft Soul ab-
horred an Action fo treacherous and bafe: He-

M4 begins
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bégins in 2 Moment from all his good Thoughts
of her, to think her the moft jilting of her Sex;
he knew, if Intereft could oblige her, no Man in
Hbllend had a better Pretence to” her than him-
. felf; who had already, without any Return, even
fo much as Hcpe, prefented her the Value of

eight or ten thoufand Pounds in fine Plate and

Jewels: If it were loofer Defire, he fanfied him-

felf to have appeared as capable to have ferved her

as any Man; but oh! Heconfiders there is a Fate

in Things, a Deftiny in Love that elcvates and ad-

vances the moft meah, deformed or abjet, and

debafes and contemns the moft worthy and magni-

ficent: Then he wonders at her excellent Art of

diffembling for Pkilander; he runs in a Minyte

over all her Paffions of Rage, Jealoufy, Tears

and Softnefs; and now he hates the whole Sex,

and thinks them all like Sylvia, than whom no-

thing could appear more defpicable to his -pre-

fent Thought, and with a Smile, while yet his

Heart was infenfibly breaking, " he fancies himfelf

a very Coxcomb, a Cully, an impofed on Fool,

‘and a conceited Fop; values Syfvia as a common

fair Jilt, whofe whole Defign was to deceive the

World, ard make herfelf a Fortune at the Price

of her Honour 3 one that receives all: kind Bid-

ders, and that he being too lavith, and too mo-

deft, was referved the Cully on Purpofe to be

undone and jilted out of all his Fortune! This

Thought was fo perfeétly fixed in him, that he
recovered out of his Excefs of Pain, and fanfied

himfelf perfeCtly cured of his blind Paffion, re-

folves to leave her to her beaftly Entertainment,

and to depart; but before he did fo, Sylvia, (who

had condu&ted the amorous Spark to the Bed,

where the expefting Lady lay drefled rich and

- fweet to_receive him) returned out of the Cham-
ber, and the Light being a little more favoura-

- ble
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ble to his Eyes, by his being fo long in the Dark,
he perceived it Antonet, at leaft fuch a Sort of
Figure as he fanfied her, and to confirm him
faw her go into that Chamber where he knew
fhe lay; he faw her perfe&t Drefs, and all con-
firmed him; this brought him back almoft to his
former Confufion; but yet he commands his
Paflion, and defcended the Stairs, and got him-
felf out of the Hall into the Street; and-Sylvia,
remembering the Street-Door was open, vzentand
fhut it, and returned to.Antonet’s Chamber with
the Letter which Briliard had given to Antonet,
as ‘fhe lay in the Bed, . believing it Sylvia: For
that trembling Lover was no fooner entered the
Chamber, and approached the Bed-fide, but he
kneeled before it, and offered the Price of his Hap~
pinefs, this Letter, which fhe immediately gave
to Sylvia, unperceived, who quitted the Room:
And now with all the eager Hafte of impatient
Love fhe ftrikes a Light, and falls to reading the
fad Contents; but as fhe read, fhe many Times
fainted over the Paper, and as the has fince faid,
it was a Wander fhe ever recovered, having no
Body with her. By that Time fhe had finithed it,
the was {o ill the was not able to get herfelf in-
to Bed, but threw herfelf down on the Place
where fhe fate, which was the Side of it, in fuch
Agony of Grief and Defpair, as never any Soul
was poflefled of, but Sy/via’s, wholly abandoned
to the Violence of Love and Defpair: It is im-
poffible to paint -a Torment to exprefs her’s by;
and though fhe had vowed to Antonet it thould not

. at all affect her, being fo prepoflefled before; yet

when fhe had the Confirmation of her Fears, and
heard his own dear foft Words addrefled to ano-
ther Object, faw his Tranfports, his Impatience,
his languifhing Induftry and Endeavour to obtain
the new Defire of his Soul, fhe found-her Re-

Mg . fentinent

i
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fentment above Rage, and given over to 2 more
filent and lefs fupportable Torment, brought her
felf into a high Fever, where flie lay without fo
much as calling for Aid in her Extremity; not
that the was afraid the Cheat fhe had put on Gc-
tavio would be difcovered ; for the had loft the Re-
membrance that any fuch Prank was played; and
in this Multitude of Thoughts of more Concern,

had forgot all the reft of that Night's A&ion.
Oclavio this while was traverfing the Street,
wrapped in his Cloak, juft as if he had comie from
Horfe; for he was no fooner gome from the
Door, but his refenting Paffion returned, and he
refolved to go up again, and difturb the Lovers,
tho’ it coit him his Life and Fame: But returning
haftily to the Door, he found it thut; at which
being enraged, he was often about to break it
open, but flill fome unperceivable Refpe& for
Sylvia prevented him ; _but he refolved not to ftir
from the Door, till he faw ' the fortunate Rogue
come out, who had given himall this Torment. At
firft he curfed himfelf for being fo much concern-
. ed for Sylvia or her AQions to wafte a Minute,
but flattering himfelf that it was not Love to her,
but pure Curiofity to know the Man who was
made the next Fool to himfelf, tho’. the more hap-
py one, he waitéd all Night; and when he be:
_ gan to fee the Day break, which he thought a
thoufand Years; his Eye was never off from the
Door, and wondered at their Confidence, who
would let the Day break upon them ; but the clofe-
drawn Curtains there, cried he, favour the hap-
2y Villainy : Still he walked on, and ftill he might
for any Rival that was to appear, for :a moft un-
lucky Accident prevented Brilliard’s coming out,
as he doubly intended to do; firft, for the better
carrying on of his Cheat of being Offavio; and
next that he had challenged Ocavio to fight; and
1 o when



Part I. - Love-Letters. 275

when he knew his Error, defigned to have gone
this Morning, and afked him %ardon, if he had
been returned; but the amorous Lover over
Night, ordering himfelf for the Encounter to the
“beft - Advantage, had fent a Note to 2 Dotor,
for fomething that would encourage his Spirits ;
the Doétor came, and opening a little Box,
wherein was a powerfiil Medicine, he told him
that a Dofe of thofe little Flies-would make him
come off with wondrous Honour in the Battle of
Love; and the Do&or being gone to call for a
Glafs of Sack, the Doctor having laid out of the
Box what he thought requifite on a Piece of Pa-
per, and leaving the Box open, our Spark thought
if fuch a Dofe would encourage him fo, a greater
would yet make him do greater Wonders; and
taking twice the Quantity out of the Box, puts them
into his Pocket, and having drank the firft with
- full Dire&ions, the Dofor leaves him ; who was
no fooner gone, but he takes thofe out of his:
Pocket, and in a Glas of Sack drinks them
down; after this he bathes and drefles, and be-
lieves himfelf a very Hercules, that could have
got at leaft twelve Sons that happy Night; but he
was no fooner laid in Bed with the charming-
Sylvia, as he thought, but he was taken with in-
tolerable Gripes and Pains, fuch as he had never
felt before, infomuch that he was not able t® lic in
the Bed : This enrages him; he grows mad and
afhamed ; fometimes he had little Intermiffions for
a Moment of Eafe, and then he would plead
foftly by her Bed-fide, and afk ten thoufand Par-
dons; which being eafily granted he would go in-
to Bed again, but then the Pain would feize him
anew, fo that after two or three Hours of Di-
firalion he was forced to drefs and retire: But,
inftead of going down he went foftly up to his
own Chamber, where be fate him down, and

- Mo curfed
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curfed the World, himfelf and his hard Fate; and

in this Extremity of Pain, Shame and Gerief, he

remained till break of Day: By which Time Anto-
net, who was almoft as violently aflicted, got her

Coats on, and went to her own Chamber, where

fhe found her Lady more dead than alive. She

immediately fhifted her Bed-Linen, and made her

Bed, and condu&ed her to it, without endea-

vouring to divert her with the Hiftory of her own

Misfortune; and only afked her many Queftions

concerning her being thus ill: To which the

wretched Sylvia only anfwered with Sighs; fo that

Antonet perceived it was the Letter that had difor-

dered her, and begged fhe might be admitted to fee

it; fhe gave her Leave, and Antonet read it; but.

no fooner was the come to that Part of it, which

named the Countefs of Clarinau, but fhe afked

her Lady if the underftood who that Perfon was,

with great Amazement: At this Sylvia was con-

tent to {peak, pleafed a little that fhe fhould have

an Account of her Rival, No, faid the, Doff thon

“know ber 2 Yes, Madam, replied Antonet, particu-
larly well ; for I have ferved her ever fince I was

_a Girlof five Years old, fbe being of the fame Age
with me, and fent at fix Years old both to a Mo-

naflery; for fhe being fond of my Play ber Father

fent me at that Age with ber, both to ferve and to
divert her with Babies and Baubles; there, we

lived feven Years together, when an old rich Spa-

niard, the Count of Clarinau, fell in Love with

my Lady, and married her from the Momaflery, be-

Jare fbe. bad feen any Part of the World beyond
thofe [anctified Walls. She cried bitterly to have

bad me to Collen with ber, but be faid I was tco

young now for her Service, and [ fent me away
back to my ewn Town, which is thisy and here my

Lady was born teo,' and is Sifer to ----— Here

dhe ftopped, fearing to tell ; which Sylvia per-
I ceiving,
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ceiving, with a Brifknefs (which her Indifpofiti-
on one would have thought could not have al-
lowed) fate up in her Bed, and cried, Ha ! Siffer
to whom ? Ob, bow thou weuldf pleafe me to fay
to O&avio. Why, Madam, would it pleafe you ?
faid the bluthing Maid. Becaufe, faid Sykvia,
it would in Part revenge me on his bold Addreffes to
me, and he would alfo be obliged, in Honour to his
Family, to" revenge himfelf on Philander. Ab,
Madam, faid the, as to his Prefumption towards
you, Fortune has fufficiently revenged it; at this
fhe hung down her Head, and ldoked very
foolithly. How, faid Sylvia, fmiling and rearing
herfelf yet more in her Bed, Is any Misfortune
‘arrived to O&avio! Ob, how 1 will triupmh and up-
braid the daring Man !-~tell me quickly what 1t is;
for nothing would rejoice me more than to hear be
were punifbed a little: Upon this Antonet told
her what an unlucky Night fhe had, how Oda-
vio was feized, and how he departed ; by which
Sylvia belicved he had made fome Difcovery of
the Cheat that was put upon him; and that he -
only feigned Illnefs to get himfelf loofe from her
Embraces; and now fhe falls to confidering how
fhe fhall be revenged on both her Lovers: And
the beft the can pitch upon is that of fetting them
both at Odds, and making them fight and revenge
themfelves on one another; but fhe, like a right
‘Woman, could not diffemble her Refentment of
Jealoufy, whatever Art fhe had to do fo in any
other Point; but mad to eafe her Soul that was-
full, and to upbraid Pbhilander, fhe writes him
a Letter; but not till the had once more, to
make her ftark-mad, read his over again, which
he fent OéZavio.

Syri-
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SYLVIA % PHILANDER.

YES, petjured Villain, at laft all thy Perfid
is arrived to my Knowledge; and thou h
better have been damned, or have fallen, like an
" ungrateful Traitor, as thou art, under the pub-
lick Shame of dying by the common Executio-
ner, than have fallen under the Grafp of my Re-
venge; infatiate as thy Luft, falfe as thy Treafons
to thy Prince, fatal as thy Deftiny, loud as thy
Infamy, and bloody as thy Party. Villain, Vil-
lain, where got you the Courage to ufe me thus,
knowing my Injuries and my Spirit? Thou feeft,
bafe Traitor, I do not fall on thee with Treache-
ty, as thou haft with thy King and Miftrefs ; to
which thou haft broken thy holy Vows of Allegi-
ance and eternal Love! But thou that hat broken
the Laws of God and Nature | What ¢could Iexpe&,
- when neither Religion, Honour, common Juftice
nor Law could bind thee to Humanity? Thou
that betrayeft thy Prince, abandoneft thy Wife, re-
nounceft thy Child, killeft thy Mother, ravifheft
thy Sifter, and art in open Rebellion againft thy
native Country, and very Kindred and Brothers,
Oh after this, what muft the Wretch expe® who
has believed thee, and folowed thy abje& For-
tunes, the miferable out-caft Slave, and Con-
tempt of the World? ‘What could fhe expe& but
that the Villin is ftill potent in the unrepented,
and all the Lever dead and gone, the Vice re-
mains, and all the Virtue vanithed! Oh,  what
could T expect from fuch a Devil, fo loft in Sin
and Wickednefs, that even thofe for whom he
- ventured 2all his Fame, and loft his Fortune, lent
like a State-Cully upon the publick Faith, on
the Security of Rogues, Knaves and Traitors;
even, thofe, I fay, turned him out of their Coun-

cils



Part 11 Love-Letters. 279

cils for a Reprobate téo leud for the villainous
Society? Oh curfed thet I was, by Heaven and
Fate, to be blind and deif to all thy Infamy,
and fuffer thy adorable bewitching Face and
Tongue t6 charm me to Madnefs and Undo-
ing, when that was all thou hadft left thee, thy
falfe Perfon, to cheat the filly, eafy, fond, be--
lieving World into any Soit of Opinion -of thee;
for not one good Principlé was left, not one

or Virtue to guard thee rom Damnation, thou

adft but one Friend left thee, one true, onme
real Friend, and that was wretched Syliia; fhe,
when all abandoned thee but the Executioner,
fied with thee, fuffered with thee, ftarved with
thee, loft her Farhe and Honour with thee, loft
her Friends, her Parents, and all her Beauty’s
Hopes for thee; and, in lieu of all, found only
‘the Accufation of all the Good,  the Hate of all
the Virtuous, the Reproaches of her Kindred,
the Scorn of all chafte Maids, and Curfes of
all honeft Wives; and in Requital had only thy
falfe Vows, thy empty Love, thy faithlefs Ema
braces, and cold diffembling Kiffes.” My only
Comfort was, (ah miferable Comfort,) to fanfy
they were true; now fhat it is departed too, and
I have nothing but a brave Revenge left in
the-Roém of all-! In which I will be. as mercilefs
and irreligious as even thou haft been in all thy
Adétions; and there remains about me only this
Senfe ‘6f Honour yet, that I dare tell thee of
my bold Defign, a Bravery thou haft ‘never
fhewed to me, who takeft me Unawares, ftabb’f
e withodt a2 Warning ef the Blow; fo would't
thou ferve ¢by King hadft thion but Power; and fo
thou ferve®t thy Miftres. When I look back
everi to thy Infancy, thy Life has been but one
" continued Race of Treachery, andI, (deftined thy
gvil Genius) was born for thy Tormcxm}r;
a- 2 or
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for thou haft made a very Fiend of me, and I
have Hell within; all Rage, all Torment, Fire,
Diftraction, Madnefs ; Irave, I burn, I tear my-
felf and faint, am ftill a dying, but can never fall
till I have grafped thee with me: Ob, I fhould
laugh in Flames to fee thee howling by: I fcorn
thee, hate thee, loath thee more than ever I have
loved thee ; and hate myfelf fo much for ever
loving thee, (to be revenged upon the filthy Cri-
minal) I will expofe- myfelf to all the World,
cheat, jilt and flatter as thou haft done, and
having not one Senfe or.Grain of Honour left,
will yield the abandoned Body thou haft rifled to
every afking Fop : Nor is that all, for they that
purchafe this fhall buy it at the Price of being my
Bravo’s. And all fhall aid in my Revenge an thee;
all mercilefs and as refolved as I; as.I! The in-

jured
SYLVIA.

Having fhot this Flath of the Lightning of her
Soul, and finithed her Rant, fhe found herfelf
much eafier inf the Refolves on Revenge fhe had
fixed there: She fcorned by any vain Endeavour
to recal him from his Paffion; fhehad Wit enough
to bave made thofe eternal Obfervations, that
Love onge gone is never to be retrieved, and that
it was impoflible to ceafe loving, and then again
to love the fame Perfon; one may believe for
fome Time one’s Love js abated, but when it
comes to a Trial, it fhews itfelf as vigorous
as in its firft Shine, and finds its own Error; but
when once one comes to love a new Qbjed, _ it
can never return with more than Pity, Compaf-
fion, or Civility for the firft: This is a moft cer-
tain Truth which all Lovers will find, as moft
Wives may experience, and which our Sykiia now
took for granted, and gave him over for dead to
. ’ all
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all but her Revenge. Though Fits of Softnefs,
Weeping, Raving, and Tearing, would by Turns
feize the diftracted abandoned Beauty, in which
Extremities fhe has Recourfe to Scorn and Pride,
too feeble to aid her too often: The firft Thing
fhe refolved on, by the Advice of her reafonable
Counfellor, was to hear Love at both Ears, no
Matter whether fhe -regard it or not, but to hear
all, as a Remedy againit loving one in particular ;
for it is moft certain, that the Ufe of hearing Love,
or of making Love (though at firft without Defign)
either ir Women or Men, fhall at laft- unfix the
moft confirmed and conftant Refolution. And
Jfince you are affured, continued Antonet, that Sighs
nor Tears bring back the wandering Lover, and that
dying for him will be no Revenge om him, but
rather a hind Affurance that you will no more trou-
ble the Man who his already weary of you, you
ought, with all your Power, Indufiry and Reafon.
rather to feek the Prefervation of that Beanty, of
that fine Humour, to ferve you on all Occafions,
either of Revenge or Love, than by a foolifp and
infignificant Concern and Sorrow reduce yourfelf to
the Condition of being feorned by all, or at beft but
pitied: How, Pitied! Cried the haughty Syfvia : Is
there any Thing fo infupportable to our Sex as Pity !
No furely, rephed the Servant, when tis accom-
+ panied by Love: Ob what -blefled Comfort tis to
bear People cry----She was once charming, once a
Beauty : Is any Thing more grating, Madam ? At
this Rate fhe ran on, and left nothing unfaid that
might animate the angry Sylvia to love anew, or
at leaft to receive and admit of Love; for in that
Climate the Air naturally breeds Spirits avaritious,
and much inclines them to the Love of Money, .
which they will gain at any Price or Hazard ; and
all this Difcourfe to Sjlvia, was but to incline
the revengeful liftening Beauty to admit of the

-
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Addrefles of Oftavio, becavfe the knew he would -
make her Fortune. Thus was the unhappy Maid
left by her own unfortunate Condu&, encompafied
in on every Side with Diftraction; and fhe was
pointed out by Fate to be made the moft wretched
of all her Sex ; nor had fhe left one faithful Friend
_to advife or ftay her Youth in its hafty Advance
to Ruin; fhe hears the perfuading Eloquence of
the flattering Maid, and finds now nothing fo
prevalent on her Soul as Revenge, and nothing
fooths it more ; and among all her Lovers, or
thofe at leaft that the knew adored her, none was
found fo proper an Inftrument as the noble
Oétavio, his Youth, his Wit, his Gallantry, but
above all his Fortune pleads moft powerfully with
her; fo that fhe refolves upon the Revenge, and
- fixes him the Man ; whom fhe now knew by fo
many'Obligations was obliged to ferve her T'urn on
Philander : Thus Sylvia found a litlé Tranquil-
lity, fuch as it was, in Hope of Revenge, while
the paffionate O¢7avio was wrecked with a thoufand
Pains and Torments, fuch as none but jilted Lo-
vers can imagine; and having a thoufand Times
refolved to hate her, and as often to love on, in
Spite of all-—--after a thoufand Arguments againft
her; and as many in Favour of her, he arrived only -
to this Knowlegge, that his Love was extreme,
and that he had no Power over his Heart ; that
Honour; Fame, Intereft, and whatever elfe might
oppofe his violent Flame, were all too weak to
extinguifh the leaft Spark of it, and all the Con-
queft he could get of himfelf was, that he fuffered
all his Torment, all the Hell of raﬁing Jealoufy
to Confirmation, and all the Pangs of Ab-
%elncp for that whole Day, and had the Courage
to live on the Rack without eafing one Moment
of his Agoeny by a Letter or Billet, which in fuch
Cafes difcharges the Burden and Preflures of the

Love-
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Love-fick Heart ;. and Sylvia, who dreft, and fuf-
fered herfelf wholly t6 be carried away by her
Vengéance, expeted him with as much Impati-
ence as ever fhe did the Coning of the once ado-

~ rable Philander, though with a different Paffion ; but

all the live-long Day paft in Expeétation of him,
and no.Lover appeared ; no not fo much as a Bil-
let, rior Page at hex Up-rifing to afk her Health ;
fo thdt believing he had been very ill indeed, from
what_ Antonet told her of his being fo all Night,
and fearing now that it was no Difcovery of the
Cheat piit upon him by the Exchange of the Maid
for the Miftrefs, but real Sicknefs, fhe refolved
to fend to him, and the- rather becaufe Antonet
affured her he was really fick, and in a cold damp
Sweat all over his Face and Hands which fhe
fouched, and that from his infinite Concern at the
Defeat, the extreme Refpe& he thewed her in midft
of all the Rage at his own Difappointment, and
every Circumftance, fhe knew it’ was no fei
Thing fér any Di&wﬁ he had made : On this
Confixmafion; from a Mand, cunning endugh to
diftinguith Fruth fiom Flattery, fhe writ Ofavia
this Letter at Night.

SvirLviAa o OcTAVIO.

. AFter fuch a Parting from a Maid- fo entirely
kind to you, fhe might at leaft have hoped
the Favour of 2 Billet from you, to have informed
ber of your Health; unlefs you think that after
we have furrendered all, we are of the Humour
of moft of your Sex, who defpife~the Obliger;
but 1 believed you a Man above the little Crimes
and Levities of your Race ; and I am yet fo hard
" to be drawn from that Opinion, I am willing td
flatter myfelf, that tis yet fome other Reail';m
‘ that
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that has hindred you from vifiting me fince, or
fending me an Account of your Recovery, which
I am too fenfible of to believe was feigned, and
which indeed has made me fo tender, that I eafily
forgive all the Difappointment I received from it,
and beg you will not affli& yourfelf at any Lofs
you fuftained by it, fince I am flill fo much the
fame I was, to be as fenfible as before of all the
Obligations I have to you; fend me Word im-
mediately how you do, for on that depends a great
Part of the Happinefs of

: SYLVIA.

You may eafily fee by this Letter the was not
in 2 Humour of either. writing Love or much
Flattery ; for yet the knew not how fhe ought to
refent this Abfence in all Kinds from O&avzio, and-
therefore with what Force fhe could put upon a
Soul, too wholly taken up with the Thoughts of
another, more dear and more afliing, fhe only
writ this to fetch one from him, that.by it fhe
might learn Part of his Sentiment of her laft
Action, and fent her Page with it to him ; who,
as was ufual, was carried diretly up to O&avis,

_whom he found in a Gallery, walking in a moft
dejeéted Pofture, without a Band, unbraced, his
Arms a-crofs his open Breaft, and his Eyes bent
to the Floor; and not taking any Notice when
the Pages entered, his own was forced to pull
" him by the Sleeve before he would look up, and
flarting from a thoufand Thoughts that opprefled
- him almoft to Death, he gazed wildly about him,
and afked their Bufinefs: When the lzage delivered
him the Letter, he took it, but with fuch Confu-
fion as he had much ado to fupport himfelf; but
refolving not to thew his Feeblenefs to her Page,
he made a Shift to get to 2 Wax-light that was
on the Table, and read it; and was not much

. amazed
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amazed at the Contents, believing fhe was purfu-
ing the Bufinefs of her Sex and Life, and jilting
him on; (for fuch was his Opinion of all Women -
now) ; he forced a Smile of Scorn, though his Soul
were burfting, and turning to the Page gave him
a liberal Reward, as was his daily Ufe when he
came, and muftered up fo much Courage as to
force himfelf to fay-----Child, tell your Lady it
requires no Anfwer ; you may tell her too, that I
am in perfeét good Health-----He was oppreffed
_ to fpeak more, but Sighs flopped him, and his
former Refolution, wholly to abandon all Corref-
pondence with her, checked his forward Tongue,
and he walked away to prevent himfelf from faying
more : While the Page, who wondered. at this
Turn of Love, after a little waiting, departed ;
and when O&avio had ended his Walk, and turned,
and faw him gone, his Heart felt a thoufand Pangs
not to be borne or fupported ; ke was often ready
to recal him, and was angry the Boy did not urge
bhim for an Anfwer. He read the Letter again,
and wonders at nothing now after her laft Night’s
Ad&ion, though all was Riddle to him: He found
it was writ to fome happier Man than himfelf,
however he chanced to have it by Miftake ; and
turning to the Out-fide, viewed the Superfcription,
where there happened to be none at all, for Sylia
writ in hafte, and when fhe did it, «it was the leaft
of her Thoughts: Aud now he believed he had
found out the real Myftery, that it was not meant
to him; he therefore calls his Page, whom he fent
immediately after that of Sy/via, who being yet
below (for the Lads were laughing together for 2
Moment) he brought him to his diftralted Lord ;
who neverthelefs affumed a Mildnefs to the inno-
cent Boy, and cried, My Child, thou haf? mijloken
the Perfon to whom thou fhouldft bave carried the
Lettery, and Iam forry I opened it; pray return it

to
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to the bappy Man it was meant to, giving him the
Letter. MMy Lord, replied the Boy, I do not ufe to
carry Letters.to any but your Lordfbip : It is the
Footmens Bufinefs to do that to ether Perfons. It is a
Mifiake, where-ever it lies, cried O&avio, fighing,
whether in Thee, or thy Lady----So turning from
the wondring Boy he left him to return with his
Letter to his Lady, who grew mad at the Rela-
tion of what fhe heard from the.Page, and net-
withftanding the Torment fhe had upon her Soal,
occafioned by Philander, the now found fhe had
more to endure, and that in Spite of all her Love-
Vows dnd Refentments, fhe had.fomething for
Oftgvio to which fhe could not give a Name;
fhe fanfies it all Pride, .and Concern for the In-
dignity put on her Beauty : But whatever it was,
this Slight of his fo wholly took up her Soul, that fhe
had for fome Time quite forgot Philander, or when
the did think on him it was with lefs Refentment
than of this Affront; fthe confiders Philander with
*fome Excufe now ; as. having long been poflefled
of a Happinefs he might %row weary of ; -but a
new Lover, who had for fix Months inceffantly
lain at her Feet, Imploring, Dying, Vowing,
Weeping, Sighing, Giving and Aéting all Things
- the moft paffionate of Men was capable. of, or
that Love could infpire, for him to be at laft ad-
mitted to the Pofleflion of the ravifhing Objeé&t of
his Vows and Soul, to be laid in her Bed, nay in
her very Arms (astheimagined hethought) and then,
even before gathering the Rofes he came to pluck,
before he had begun to compofe or finithed his
Nofegay, to depart the happy Paradife with a
Difguft, and fuch a Difguft, as firft to oblige him
to diffemble Sicknefs, and next fall even from all
his Civilities, was a Contempt fhe was not able
to bear; efpecially from him, of whom all Men
living, fhe defigned to make the greateft Praperty

) of
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of, as moft fit for her Revenge of all Degrees and
Sorts : But when fhe refle@ted with Reafon, (which
fhe feldom did, for either Love or Rage blinded
that) fhe could not.conceive it poflible that Ofavis
could be fallen fo- fuddenly from all his Vows and
Profeflions, but on fome very great Provocation :
Sometimes fhe thinks he tempted her to try her
Virtue to Philander, and being a perfe& honour-
able Friend, hates her for her Levity; but.fhe
confiders his Prefents, and his unwearied Induftry,
“and believes he would not at that Expence have
bought a Knowledge which could profit neither
himfelf or Philander ; then fhe helieves fome dif~

fted Scent, or fomething about Antonet, might
difoblige him; but having called the Maid, con-
juring her to tell her whether any Thing paffed
tetween her and OfZavio; fhe again told her Lady
the whole Truth, in which there could be no
Difcovery of Infirmity there; fhe embraced her,
fhe kifled her Bofom, and found her Touches foft,
her Breath and Bofom fweet as any Thing in Na-
ture could be; and now loft almoft in a Con-
fufion of Thought, fhe could not tell what to
imagine; at laft fhe being wholly poffefled that
all the Fault was -not in Ofavio, (for too often
we believe as we hope) fhe concludes that An-
tonet has told him all the Cheat fhe put upon him :
This laft Thought pleafed her, becaufe it feemed
the moft probable, and was the moft favourable
to herfelf ; and a Thought that, if true, could
not do her any Injury with”him. This fet her
Heart a little to Rights, and fhe grew calm with
a Belief, that if fo it was, as now fhe doubted
not, a Sight of her, or a future Hope from her,
- would calm all his Difcontent, and beget a right
Underftanding ; fhe therefore refolves to write .
to him, and own her little Fallacy : But before
~ fhe did fo, Octavio, whofe Paflion was violent
as
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as ever in his Soul, tho’ it was oppreft with a thou-
fand Torments, and languifhed under as many
feeble Refolutions, burft at laft into all its former
Softnefs, and he refolves to write to the falfe Fair
One, and upbraid her with her laft Night’s Infide-
lity ; nor could he flceptill he had that Way charmed
his Senfes, and eafed his fick affli®ed Soul. It
being now ten at Night, and he retired to his
Chambelj, he fet himfelf down and writ this.

OcTAVvIO o0 SYLVIA.

Madam,

YOU have at laft taught me a perfe® Know-
ledge of myfelf; and in one unhappy Night .
made me fee all the Follies and Vanities of
my Soul, which Self-love and fond Imagi-
nation had too long rendred that Way guilty ;
long, long ! I have played the Fop as Others do,
and fhewed the gaudy i/[onﬁeur, and fet 2 Value
on my worthlefs Perfon for being well drefled,
as I believed, and furnifhed out for Conqueft, by
being the gayeft Coxcomb in the Town, where,
even as I p ft, perhaps, I fanfied I made Advances
.on fome wifhing Hearts, and vain, with but ima-
ginary ViGory, I ftill fooled on------and was
at laft undone; for I faw Sylvia, the Charming
Faithlefs Sylvia, a Beauty that one would have
thought had had the Power to have cured the
fond Difeafe of Self-conceit and Foppery, fince
Love, they fay, is 2 Remedy againft thofe Faults
of Youth; but ftill my Vanity was powerful in
me, and even this Beauty too I thought it not
impoffible to vanquifh, and ftill dreﬂ'eg on, and
took a mighty Care to thew myfelf------ a Block-
head, Curfe upon me, while you were laughing
at my Induflry, and turned the fanfying Fool to
Ridicule, Oh, he deferved it well, moft wondrous
well,
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well, for but believing any Thing about him could-
merit but a ferious Thought from Sylvia. Sylvia!
Whofe Bufinefs is to laugh atall; yet Love, that
is my Sin and Punifhment, reigns ftill as abfolute-
ly in my Soul, as when I wifhed and hoped and
longed for mighty Bleflings you could give; yes,
I fhill love! Only this Wretchednefs is fixed to it,
to fee thofé¢ Errors which I cannot fhun; my
Love is as high, but all my Wifhes gone; my
Paffion fill remains entire and raving, but no
Defire; I burn, I die, but do not with to hope ;
I would be all Defpair, and, like a Martyr, am
vain and proud even in fuffering. Yes, Sytia----
when you made me wife, you made me wretched
too : ﬁefore, like a falfe Worfhipper, I only faw
the gay, the gilded Side of the deceiviné Idol; but
now it is fallen----difcovers all the Cheat, and
fhews 2 God no more; and it is in Love as in
Religion too, there is nothing makes their Votaries
truly happy but being well deceived: For even in
Love itfelf, harmlefs and innocent, as it is by Na-
ture, there needs a little Art to hide the daily Dif-

. contents and Torments, that Fears, Dift and

Jealoufies create; a little foft Diffimulation is

. needful; for where the Lover is cai]");, he is moft

conftant. But oh, when Love itfelf is defettive
too, and managed by Defign and little Intereft,
what- Cunning, oh what Cautions ought the fair
Defigner then to call to her Defence; yet 1 con-
fefs your Plot---ftill charming Sylia, was fub-
tilly enough contrived, difcreetly carried on-----
The Shades of Night, the happy Lover’s Refuge,
favoured you too; it was only Fate was cruel,
Fate that condu&ed me in anunlucky Hour; dark
as it was, and filent too the Night, I faw----
Yes, faithlefs Fair, I faw I was betrayed; by too
much Faith, by too much Love undone, . I faw

v N my

.
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my fatal Ruin and your Perfidy ; and, like a tame
ignoble Sufferer, left you without Revenge !

I muft confefs, oh thou deceiving fair One, I
never could pretend to what I withed, and yet
methinks, becaufe I know my Heart, and the en-
tire Devotion, that is paid you, I merited at leaft
not to have been impofed upon; but after fo dif-
honourable an A&tion, as the betraying the Secret
of my Friend, it was but juft that I fhould be
betrayed, and you have paid me well, deferved!
well, and that{hall make me filent, and whatfoever
1 fuffer, however I die, however I languith out m
wretched Life, I'll bear my Sighs where you ﬂnﬂ
never hear them, nor the Reproaches my Complaints
exprefs : Live thoua Punifhment to vain, fantaftic,
boping Youth, live, and advance in Cunning and
Deceit, to make the fond believing Men more wife,
and teach the Women new Arts of Falfhood, till

 they deceive fo long, that Man may hate, and fet

as vaft a Diftance between Sex and Sex, as I have
refolved (oh Sylvia) thou fhalt be for ever from

~ OCTAV IO,

This Letter came juft as Syfvia was going te
write to him, of which the was extreamly glad;
for all along there was nothing expreffed that could
make her think he meant any other than the Cheat
fhe put upon him in Antonet inftead of herfelf: And
it was fome Eafe to her Mind to be affured of the
Caufe of his Anger and Abfence, and to find her
own Thought confirmed, that he had indeed dif-
covered fie Truth of the Matter: She. knew,
fince that was all, fhe could eafily reconcile him
by a plain Confeflion, and giving him new Hopes ;
fhe therefore writes this Anfwer to him, which the
fent by his Page, who waited for it.

Syi-
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Syrviaz#owOcTAvVvIo.

I‘ Own, too angry, and too nice Ofavio, the
Crime you charge me with; and did believe a
Perfon of your Gal%antry, Wit and Gaiety, would
have pafled over fo little a-Fault, with only re-
proaching me pleafantly ; I did not expeét fo grave
a Reproof, or rather fo ferious an Accufation.
Youth has a thoufand Follies to anfwer for, and
cannot Ofavie pardon one Sally of it in Sylvia?
. I rather expefted to have feen you early here this
Morning, pleafantly rallying my little Perfidy,
than to find you railing at a Diftance at it; calling
it by a thoufand Names that does not merit half .
this Malice: And fure you do not think me fo
poor in I-FOOd Nature, but I could, fome other
coming Hour, have made you Amends for thofe
" you loft laft Night, poflibly I could have wifhed
myfelf with you at the fame Time; and had I,
perhaps, followed my Inclination, Ihad made you
happy as you wifhed ; but there were powerful
Reafons that prevented me. I conjure you te let
me fee you, where I will make a Confeflion of
my laft Night’s Sin, and give fuch Arguments to
convince you of the Neceflity of it, as thall abfo-
Iytely reconcile you to Love, Hope, and----- o
: SYLVIA.
It being late, fhe only fent this thort Billet: And
not hoping - that Night to fee him, fhe went to
Bed, after having enquired the Health of Brilliard,
who fthe heard was veryill; and that young de-
feated "Lover, finding it impoffible %o meet. O&avio
as he had promifed, not to fight him, but to afk
his Pardon for his Miftake, made a fhift, with
much ado, to write him a Note, which was this:
My Lord,
I Confefs my Yefterday’s Rudenefs, and %g you
will give me a Pardon be?c:rre Ileave the World;
: 2 for -



292 Love-Letters. Part 1I.

for I was laft Night taken violently ill, and am
unable to wait on your Lordfhip, to beg what this
moft earneftly does for your Lordthip’s moft de-
voted Servant, BRILLIARD.

This Billet, tho’ it fignified nothing to O&avio,
it ferved Sylvia afterwards to very good Ufe and
Purpofe, as alittle Time fhall make appear. And
Octavio received thefe two Notes from Brilliard
and Sylvia at the fame Time; the one he flung by
regardlefs, the other he read with infinite Pain,
Scorn, Hate, Indignation, all at once ftormed in
his Heart, he felt every Paffion there but that of
Love, which caufed them all; if he thought her
falfe and ungrateful before, he now thinks her
fallen to the loweft Degree of Lewdnefs, to own

.her Crime with fuch Impudence ; he fanfies now
he is cured of Love, and hates her abfolutely, thinks
her’b/:low even his Scorn, and puts himfelf to Bed,
believing he fhall fleep as well as before he faw the
light, the foolifh Sy/via: But oh he boafts in vain,
the light, the foolith Syfvia- was charming ftill;

. ftill all the Beauty appeared ; even in his Slumbers
the Angel dawned about him, and all the Fiend
was laid: He fees her lovely Face, but the falfe
Heart is hid; he hears her charming Wit, but all
the Cunning is hufthed: He views the Motions of
her delicate gBody, without regard to thofe of her
Mind; he thinks of all the tender Words fthe has
given him, in which the jilting Part is loft, and
all forgotten; or, if by Chance it croffed his hap-
pier Thought, he rolls and tumbles in his Bed, he
raves and calls upon her charming Name, till he
have quite forgot it, and takes all the Pains he can
to deceive his own Heart: Oh it is a tender Part,
and can endure no Hurt; he fooths it therefore, and
at the worlt refolves, fince the vaft Blefling may

_be purchafed, to revel in Delight, and cure himfelf

that
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that Way: Thefe flattering Thoughts kept him
all Night waking, and in the Morning he refolves
his V;%t; tut taking up her Letter, which lay on
the Table, he read it over again, and, by Degrees
wrought himfelf up to Madnefs at the Thought
that Sylvia was poflefled: Philander he could bear
with little Patience, but that, becaufe before he
loved or knew her, he could allow ; but this----
this wrecks his very Soul; and in his Height of
Fury, he writes this Letter without Confideration.

OCTAVIO 0 SYLVIA.

SIN CE you profefs yourfelf a common Mi-
ftrefs, and fet up for the glorious Trade of
Sin, fend me your Price, and I perhaps may
purchafe Damnation at your Rate. May be you have
a Method in your Dealing, and I have mifteok
you all this while, and dealt not your Way; in-
ftru&® my Youth, great Miftrefs of the Art, and
I fhall be obedient; tell me which Way I may be
happy too, and put in for an Adventurer; I have
a Stock of ready Youth and Money ; pray, name
{Zm‘ Time and Sum for Hours, or Nights, or
onths; I will be in at all, or any, as you fhall

find Leifure to receive the impatient Oétavio.
This in 2 mad Moment he writ, and fent it ere
he had confidered farther; and Sylvie, who ex-
pe&ed not fo coarfe and rough a Return, grew as
mad ashe in reading it; and fhe had much ado
to hold her Hands off from beating the innocent
Page that brought it: To whom fhe turned with
Fire in her Eyes, Flames in her Cheeks, and
Thunder on her Tongue, and cried, Go tell your
Mafler that he is a Villain; and if you dare ap-
proach me any more from himy, Il have my Footmen
whip you; and with a Scorn, that difcovered all the
Indignation in the World, fhe turned from him,
N 3° and
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and, tearing his Note, threw it from her, and walked
her Way : And the Page, thunder-ftruck, returned
to his Lord; who by this Time was repenting he had
managed his Paffioni no better, aud at what the Boy
told him was wholly convinced of his Error; he
now confidered her Chara&ter and Quality, and
accufed himfelf of great Indifcretion; and as he
was fitting the moft dejeGted melancholy Man on
Earth, refleting on his Misfortune, the Poft ar-
rived with Letters from Philander,which he opened,
and laying by that which was inclofed for Syfvia,
he read that from Philander to hirafelf.

" PHI1LANDER 0 OcTAVIO.

THERE is no Pain, my dear Ofavio, either
in Love or Friendfhip, like that of Doubt;
and T confefs myfelf guilty of giving it you, in

a great Meafure, by my Silence the %aﬁ Poft; but

having Bufinefs of fo much greater Concern to my

Heart than even writing to O&dwo, 1 found my-

felf unable to purfue any other; and I believe -

_you could too with the lefs Impatience bear with
my Negle&, having Affairs of the fame Nature

there ; our Circumftances and the Bufinefs of our

Hearts then being fo refembling, methinks I have

as great an Impatience to be recounting to you

the Story of my Love and Fortune, as I am to

receive that of yours, and to know what Advances

you have made in the Heart of the ftill charming

Sykvia! Tho’ there will be this Difference in the

Relations ; mine, whenever I recount it, will give

you a double Satisfation; firft from the Share

your Friendfhip makes you have in all the Plea-

fures of Philander ; and next that it excufes Syfvia,

if the can be falfe to me for Ofavis; and ftill ad-

vances his Défign on her Heart: But yours, when-

ever I receive ity will give me a thoufand Pains,

which
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which it is however but juft I fthould feel, fince I
" was the firft Breaker of the folemn League and Co-
venant made between us ; which yetI do, by all that
is facred, with a Regret that makes me refle& with
fome Repentance in all thofe Moments wherein I
do not wholly give my Soul up to Love, and the
more beautiful Califla; yes morg, becaufe new.

In mylaft, my dear Ofavio, you left me pur-
fuing, like a Knight-Errant, a Beauty enchanted
within fome invifible Tree, or Caftle, or Lake,

“or any Thing inacceflible, or rather wandering in a
Dream after fome glorious difappearing Fantom :
And for fome Time indeed I knew not whether I
flept or waked. I faw daily the good old Count
of Clarinau, of whom 1 durft not fo much as
afk a civil Queftion towards the Satisfaction of
my Soul; the Page was fent into Holland (with
fome Exprefs to a Brother-in-Law of the Count’s)
of whom before I had the Intelligence of a fair
young Wife to the old Lord his Mafter; and for
the reft of the Servants they fpoke all Spanifh,
and the Devil a Word we underftood each other ;
fo that it was impoffible to learn any Thing farther
from them; and I found I was to owe all my good
Fortune to my own Induftry, but how to fet it
a-working I could nos devife; at laft it happened,
that being walking in the Garden which had very
high Walls on three Sides, and a fine large A-
partment on the other, I concluded that it was in -
that Part of the- Houfe my-fair new Conquerefs
refided, but how to be refolved I could not tell,
nor which Way the Windows looked that were
to give the Light, towards that Part of the Garden
there was none; at laft I faw the good old Gentle-~
man come trudging through the Garden, fumb-
ling out of his Pocket a Key; I ftepped into
an Arbour to obferve him, and faw him open a
little Door, that led him into another Garden,

: N 4 and
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and locking the Door after him vanifhed; and
obferving how that Side of the Apartment lay,
I went into the Street, and after a large Com-
pafs found that which faced that Garden, which
made the Fore-part of the Apartment. 1 made
a Story of fome Occafion I had for fome upper
Rooms, and west into many Houfes to find
which fronted beft the Apartment, and ftill
difliked fomething, till I met with one fo di-
reltly to it, that I could, when I got a Story
higher, look into the very Rooms, which only a
delicate Garden parted from this By-ftreet; there
it was I fixed, and learned from a young Dutch
Woman that fpoke good Fremch, that this was
the very Place I looked for; the Apartment of
Madam, the Countefs of Clarinau: She told me
too, that every Day after Dinner the old Gentle-
man came thither, and fometimes a-Nights; and
bewailed the young Beauty, who had no better
Entertainment than what an old withered Spa-
niard of threefcore and ten could give her. I
ound this young Woman apt for my Purpofe,
and having very well pleafed her with my Con-
verfation, and fome little Prefents I made her,
I left her in good Humour, and refolved to
ferve me on any Defign; and returning to my
Lodging, I found old Clarinau returned, as brifk
and gay, as if he had been carefled by fo fair and
young a Lady; which very Thought made me
rave, and I had Abundance of Pain to with-hold
my Rage from breaking out upon him, fo jealous
and envious was I of what now I loved and de-
fired a thoufand Times more than ever; fince the
Relation my new, young, female Friend had
given me, who had Wit and Beauty fufficient to
make her Judgment impartial: However, I con-
tained my Jealoufy with the Hopes of a fudden
Revenge ;- for I fanfied the Bufinefs half 3ccom-
plithed
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plithed in my Knowledge of her Refidence. I
feigned fome Euﬁnefs to the old Gentleman, that
would call me out of Town for a Week to
confult with fome of our Party; ard'taking my
Leave of him, he offered me the Compliment of
Money, or what elfe I fhould need in my Affair,
which at that Time was not unwelcome to me;
and being well furnithed for my Enterprize, I took
Horfe without a Page or Footman to attend me;
becaufe I pretended my Bufinefs was a Secret,
and taking a Turn about the Town in the Even-
ing, I left my Horfe without the Gates, and went
to my fecret new Quarters, where my youn
Friend received me with the Joy of a Miitrefs,
and with whom indeed I could not forbear en-
tertaining myfelf very well, which engaged her
more to my Service, with the Aid of my Libe-
rality; but all this did not allay one Spark of the:
Fire kindled in_ my Soul for the lovely Califfa;
and I was impatient for Night, againft which
Time I was preparing an Engine to mount the
Battlement, for fo it was that divided the Gar-
den from the Street, rather thana Wall: All
Things fitted to my Purpofe, I fixed myfelf at
"the Window that looked dire@tly towards her
Safhes, and had the Satisfattion to fee her lean-
ing there, and looking on a Fountain, that ftood
in the Midft of the Garden, and caft a thoufand
little Streams into the Air, that made a melan-.
choly Noife in falling into a large Alabafter Cif-
_tern beneath: Oh how my Heart danced at the
dear Sight to all the Tunes of Love! I had not
Power to flir or fpeak, or to remove my Eyes,
but languifhed on the Window where I leant half
dead with Joy and Tranfport; for fhe appeared
more charming to my View; undrefled and fit
for Love; Oh, my Ofavio, fuch are the Pangs
which I believe thou feeleﬁNat the Approach of

5 Syl-
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Sylvia, fo beats thy Heart, fo rife thy Sighs and
Withes, fo trembling and fo pale at every View,
as I was in this lucky amorous Moment! And
thus I fed my Soul till Night came on, and left
my Eyes no Obje& but my Heart--—-a thoufand
dear Ideas. And now I fallied out, and with
good Succefs; for with a long Engine which
reached the Top of the Wall, I fixed the End of
my Ladder there, and mounted it, and fitting on
the Top brought my Ladder eafily up to me,
and turned over to the other Side, and with Abun-
dance of Eafe defcended into the Garden, which
was the fineft I had ever feen; for now, as good
Luck would have it, whe was defigned to fa-
vour me, the Moon began to fhine fo bright, as
even to make me diftinguith the Colours of the
Flowers that drefled the Banks in ravithing
Order; but thefe were not the Beauty I came
to poffefs, and my new Thoughts of difpofing
myfelf, and managing my Matters, now took
o!g all that Admiration that was juftly due to fo
delightful a Place, which Art and Nature had a-
greed to render charming to every Senfe; thus
. much I confidered it, that there was nothing that
did not invite to Love; a thoufand pretty Re-
cefles of Arbours, Grotts and little artificial
Groves ; Fountains, invironed with Beds of'
Flowers, and little Rivulets, to whofe dear fra-
grant Banks a withing amorous God would make
his foft Retreat.  After having ranged about, ra-
ther to feek a Covert onOccafion, and to know:
the Paffes of the Garden, which might ferve me
in any Extremity of Surprize that might happen,
I returned ‘to the Fountain that faced Califfa’s
Window, and leaning upon its Brink, viewed
the whole Apartment, which appeared very mag-
pificent : Juft againft me I perceived a Door that
went into it, which while 1 was confidering how
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to get open I heard it unlock, and fkulking be-
hind the large Bafon of the Fountain (yet fo as to
mark who came out) I faw to my unfpeakable
Tranfport, the fair, the charming Califfa, drefled:
juft as fhe was at the Window, a loofe Gown
of filver Stuff lapped about her delicate Body,,
her Head in fine Night-cloaths, and all carelefs
as my Soul could with; fhe came, and with her
the old Di'a;on; and 1 heard her fay in coming
out === This is too fine a Night to fleep in:
Pr’ythee, Dermina, do not grudge me the Plea-
Juve g ity fmce there are fo very few that enter-
tain Califta. This laft the fpoke with a Sigh,
and a Languithment in her Voice, that thot new
Flames of Love into my panting Heart, and
trilled through all my Veins, while fhe purfued
her Walk with the old Gentlewoman ; and ftill I
kept myfelf at fuch a Diftance to have them in
w Sight, but " {lid along the thady Side of the
alk, where I could not be eafily feen, while
they kept flill on the fhiny Part: She led me
thus through all the Walks, through all the Maze
of Love; and all the Way I fed my greedy Eyes
upon the melancholy Obje& of my raving De-
fire; her Shape, her Gate, her Motion, every
Step, and evety Movement of her Hand and
Head, had a peculiar Grace ; a thoufand Times I
was tempted to approach her, and difcover my-
felf, but I dreaded the fatal Confequence, the old
Woman being by; nor knew I whether they did
not expe& the Hufband there; I therefore waited
with Impatience when fhe would fpeak, that by

that I might make fome Difcovery of my Deftin
that™Night ; and after having tired herfelf a little
with walking, fhe fate down en a fine Seat of
white Marble, that was placed at the End of a
grafly Walk, and only fhadowed with fome tall
Trees that ranked themfelveliI béehind it, againft
N @ one

/
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one of which I leaned : There, for a quarter of an
Hour, they fate as filent as the Night, where on-
ly foft-breathed Winds were heard amongft the

ughs, and fofter Sighs from fair Califla ; at laft
the old Thing broke Silence, who was almoft
afleep while the fpoke. Madam, if you are weary,
let us retire to Bed, and mot fit gazing here at
the Moon : To Bed, replied Califia, What fhould
1 do there 2 Marry, fleep, quoth the old Gentle-
woman; Hhat fbould you do? Ab, Dormina,
(fighed Califla,) would Age would feine me too ;
for thon perbaps I fbould find at legft the Pleafure
of the Old; be dull and lazy, leve to eqt and fizep,
not have my Slumbers diffurbed with Dreams
mare _ infupportable than my waking Wifbes 5 for
Reafon them fuppreffes rifing Thoughts, and the Im-

poffibility of obtaining keeps the fond Saul in Order ;

but Sleep ------— g'ves an unguarded Loofe to foft
Defire, it brings the lovely Phantom to my View,
-and tempts me with a thoufand Charms to Love ;
1 fee a Face, a Mein, a Shapey .a Look | Such as
eaven nrver made, or any Thing but fond Imagi-
nation! Ob, it was a wonderous Vifon! For my
- Part, replied the old One, I am fuch a Heathen
Chriftian, Madam, as I do not leiieve there are
any fuch Things as Vifions, or Ghofls, or Pban-
toms : but your Head runs of a young Man, be-
caufe you are marriedto an old one ; fuch an ldea
as you framed in your Wifbes poffeffed your Fancy,
which was fo firong (as indeed Fancy will be fome-
times) that it perfuaded you it was a very Phan-
tem or Vifion. Let it be Fancy or ¥ifion, or what-
ever elfe you can give a Name to, replied Califfa,
SHll ‘it is that that méver ceafed fince to torture me
with a thoufand Pains 5 . and prythee why, Por-
mina, is mot Fancy fince as powerful in me as it
‘was before? Fancy has not been fince fo kind ; yet
1 bave given it Room for Thought, which before I
- never

e — e — WA
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never did s I fet whole Hours and Days, and fixed
.my Soul upon the lovely Figure; I know its Sta-
ture to an Inch, tall and divinely made; I faw
bis Hairy long, black, and curling to his Waift,
all loofe and flowing ; I faw bis Eyes, where all
the Cupids played, black, large, and [parkling,
piercing, loving, languifbing 5 1 faw bhis Lips
Jweet, dimpled, ved, aud foft; a Youth compleat in
all, like early May, that loks, and [mells, and
cheers above the Reft : In fine, I faw him fuch as
nathing but the niceff Fancy can imagine, and wo-
thing can deferibe s I faw him fuch as robs me of
my Reft, as gives me all the raging Pains of Love
(Love I believe it is) without the Foy of any fin-
gle Hope : Ob, Madam, faid Dormina, that Love
will quickly die, which is not nurfed with Hope,
why that is its only Food. Pray Heaven I find it
Je replied Califta. At that fhe fighed as if her
Heart had broken, and leanéd her Arm upon a
Rail of the End of the Seat, and laid her lovely
Cheek upon her Hand, and fo continued without
dpeaking ; while I, who was not a little tranf-
ported with what I heard, with infinite Pain
with-held myfeif from kneeling at her Feet, and
proftrating before her that happy Phantom of
which fhe had fpoke fo favourably; but ftill I
feared my Fate, and to give any Offence. While
1 was amidft a thoufand Thoughts confidering
which to purfue, I could hear Dormina {noring
as faft as could be, leaning at her Eafe on the
other End of the Seat, fupported by a wide
Marble Rail; which Califfa hearing alfo, turned
and looked on her, then foftly rofe and walked
away to fee how long fhe would fleep there, if
" not waked. Judge now, my dear Ofavio, whe-
ther Love and Fortune were not abfolutely fub-
dued to my, Intereft, and if all Things did not fa-
vour my Defign; The very Thought of being

- alone
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alone with Califla, of making myfelf known to
her, of the Opportunig fhe gave me by going
from Dormina into a By-walk, the very Joy of
ten thoufand Hopes, that filled my Soul in that
happy Moment, which I fanfied the moft blefled
of my Life, made me tremble all over; and with
unaffured Steps I foftly purfued the Obje& of
my new Defire : Sometimes I even overtook her,
and fearing to fright her, and caufe her to make
fome Noife that might alarm the fleeping Dor-
mina, I flackened my Pace, till in 2 Walk, at the
End of which fhe was obliged to turn back, I re-
mained, and fuffered her to go on ; it wasa Walk
of Grafs, broad, and at the End of it a little Ar-
bour of Greens, into which fhe went and fate
down, looking towards me, and methought fhe
looked full at me; fo that finding the made no
Noife, I foftly approached the Door of the Ar-
bour at a convenient Diftance ; fhe then ftood up.
in great Amaze, as fhe after fuid ; and I kneeling
down in an humble Pofture, cryed——Wonder
not, oh facred Charmer of my rgoul, to fee me
at your Feet at this late Hour, and in a Place fo
inacceflible ; for what Attempt is there fo ha-
zardous defpairing Lovers dare not_undertake, and
what Impoffibility almoft can they not overcome ?
Remove your Fears, oh Conquerefs of my Soul ;
for I am an humble Mortal that adores you ; I
have a thoufand Wounds, a thoufand Pains that
prove me Fleth and Blood, if you would hear
my Story : Oh give me Leave to approach you
with that Awe you do the facred Altars ; for my
Devotion is as pure as that which from ‘zrour
charming Lips afcends the Heavens———With
- fuch Cant* and Stuff as this, which Lovers ferve:
themfelves with on Occafion, I leflened the Ter-
rors of the frighted Beauty, and fhe foon faw,
with Joy in her Eyes, that I both wasa Moxtal, a:ﬁd
e
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the fame fhe hud before feen in the outward

Garden : I rofe from my Knees then, and with
a Joy that wandered all over my Body, tremblin

and panting I approached her, and took her Han

and kiffed it with a Tranfport that was almoft
ready to lay me fainting at her Feet, nor did fhe.
anfwer any Thing to what I had faid, but with
Sighs fuffered her Hand to remain in mine ; her
Eyes fhe caft to Earth, her Breaft heaved with
nimble Motions, and we both, unable to fupport
ourfelves, fate down together on a green Bank

- in the Arbour, where by the Light we had, we -

gazed at each other, unable to utter a Syllable on
either Side. I confefs, my dear O&avio, I have
felt Love before, but do not know that ever I
was poflefled with fuch pleafing Pain, fuch a-
greeable Languifhment in all my Life, as in thofe
happy Moments with the fair Califfa : And on the
other, I dare anfwer for the foft fair One; the
felt a Paffion as tender as mine; which, when
the could recover her firft Tranfport, fhe exprefled
in fuch a Manner as has wholly charmed me :
For with all the Eloquence of young Angels, and
all their Innocence too, fhe ﬁvid, E\e whifpered,
the fighed the fofteft Things that ever Lover heard.
I told you before fhe had from her Infancy been
bred in a Monaftery, kept from the Sight of Men,
and knew no one Art or Subtilty of her Sex;
but in the very Purity of her Innocence fhe ap-

- peared like the firft-born Maid in Paradife, gene-

roufly giving her Soul away to the great Lord of
all, the new-formed Man, and nothing of her
Heart’s dear Thoughts the did referve, (but fuch
as modeft Nature thould conceal;) yet, if I
touched but on that tender Part where Honour
dwelt, fhe had a Senfe too nice, as it was a Won-
der to find fo vaft a Store of that mixt with fo
foft a Paffion. Oh what an excellent Thing a -

. perfeét
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perfet Woman is, ere Man has taught her Arts
to keep her Empire, by being himfelf inconftant !
All T could afk of Love fhe freely gave, and told
me every Sentiment of her Heart, but it was in
fuch a Way, fo innocently fhe confeffed her Paf-
fion, that every Word added new Flames to
mine, and made me raging mad : At laft, fhe fuf-
fered me to kifs with Caution ; but one begat ano-
ther, — that 2 Number—and every one was an
Advance to Happinefs; and I, who knew my
Advantage, loft no Time, but put each Minute
to the propereft Ufe; now I embrace, clafp her
fair lovely Body clofe to mine, which nothing
parted but her Shift and Gown ; my bufy Hands
find Paflage to her Breafts, and give and take a
thoufand namelefs Joys ; all but the laft I reaped ;
that Heaven was ftill denied ; though fhe were
fainting in my trembling Arms, ftill fhe had watch-
ing Senfe to guard that Treafure: Yet, in fpight
of all, a thoufand Times I brought her to the very
Point of yielding ; but oh fhe begs and pleads
with all the Eloquence of Love! tells me, that
what fhe had to give me fhe gave, but would not
violate her Marriage-vow ; no, not to fave that
Life fhe found in Danger with too much Love,
and too extreme Defire: She told me, that I had
undone her quite ; fhe fighed, and wifhed that fhe
had feen me fooner, ere Fate had rendered her a
Sacrifice to the Embraces of old Clarinau; the
wept with Love, and anfwered with a Sob to
every Vow I made: Thus by Degrees the wrought
me to Undoing, and made me mad in Love.
It was thus we paffed the Night; we told the
hafty Hours, and curfed their coming: We told
from ten to three, and all that Time feemed but
a little Minute: Nor would I let her go, who
was as loth to part, till fhe had given me Leave
to fee her often there ; I told her all my Story of

her
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her Conqueft, and how I came into the Garden *
She afked me pleafantly, if I were not afraid of
old Clarinau 3 1 told her no, of nothing but of
his being happy with her, which Thought I could’
not bear: She affured me I had fo little Reafon
to envy him, that he rather deferved my Com-
paffion ; for that, her Averfion was fo extreme to
him ; hisPerfon, Years, his Temper, and his Dif-
eafes were fo difagreeable to her, that fthe could
not diffemble her Difguft, but gave him moft evi-
dent Proofs of it too frequently, everfince the had
the Misfortune of being his Wife ; but that fince -
the had feen the charming Philander, (for fo we
muft let her call him too) his Company and.
Converfation was wholly infupportable- to her ;
and but that he had ever ufed to let her have
four Nights in the Week her own, wherein he
never difturbed her Repofe, fhe fhould have been
dead with his nafty Entertainment: She vowed
fhe never knew a foft Defire but for Philander,
fhe never had the leaft Concern for any of his
Sex befides, and till fhe felt his Touches——
took in his Kifles, and fuffered his dear Em-
braces, fhe never knew that Women was or-
dained for any Joy with Man, but fanfied it de-
figned in its Creation for a poor Slave to be op-
prefled at Pleafure by the Hufband, dully to yield
Obedience and no more: But | had taught her now,
fhe faid, to her eternal Ruin, that there was no more
in Nature than fhe knew, or ever thould, had fhe
not feen Philander ; {he knew not what dear Name
to call it by, but fomething in her Blood, fomething
that panted in her Heart, glowed in her Cheeks, and
languifhed in her Looks, told her fhe was not born
for Clarinau, or Love would do her Wrong: I
foothed the Thought, and urged the Laws of Nature,
the Power of Love, Neceflity of Youth--——-and
the Wonder that was yet behind, that ravithing
: fome-
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" fomething, which not Love or Kiffes could make
her guefs at; fo beyond all foft Imagination, that
nothing but a Trial could convince her ; but fhe
refifted flill, and flill I pleaded with all the fubtileft
Arguments of Love, Words mixed with Kiffes,
Sighing mixed with Vows, but all in vain ; Re-
laiﬁion was my Foe, and Tyrant Honour guarded

her Charms : Thus did we pafs the Night, till
the young Morn advancing in the Eaft forced us to
bid Adieu: Which oft we did, and oft we fighed
and kiffed, oft parted and returned, and fighed
again, and as fhe went away, fhe weeping,
cryedy----—-- wringing my Hand in hers, Pray
aven, ;hilander, this dear Intervim; ;\io} not
rove fatal to me ; ob, 1 ail Nature
zwa& {hut me, and a dear Jgjdéﬁ more would

Jurfat all my Homour. At this fhe ftarted from
w trembling Hand, and fwept the Walk like
; ind fo fz:ft and fudden, and left meLopanting‘i

ing, withing, dying, with migh ve an
l:ﬁ?pe : and after ya gIittle Timlg ?’ fcaled my
Wall, and returned unfeen to my new Lodging.
It was four Days after before I could get any other
Happinefs, but that of feeing her at her Window,
which was juft againft mine, from which I never

- ftirred, hardly to eat or fleep, and that fhe faw
with Joy; for every Morning I had a Billet from

her, which we contrived that happy Night fhould

be conveyed me thus---—---It was a By-ftreet
where I lodged, and the other Side was only
the dead Wall of her Garden, where early in the

Morning fhe ufed to walk ; and having the Billet
ready, fhe put it with a Stone into a little Leathern-
purfe, and toffed it over the Wall, where cither
myfelf from the Window, or my young Friend
below waited for it, and that Way every Morning
and every Evening fhe received one from me ; but

tis impoffible to tell you the innocent Paffion fhe

: exprefled



Part 11, Love-Letters. 307

exprefled in them, innocent in that there was no
Art, no feigned nice Folly to exprefs a Virtue that
was not in the Soul ; but all fhe fpoke confefled
her Heart’s foft Wifhes. At laft, (for I am tedious
in a Relation of what gave me fo much Pleafure
in the Entertainment) at laft, I fay, I received the
happy Invitation to come into the Garden as be+
fore ; and Ni%ht advancing for my Purpofe, I need
not fay that I delivered myfelf upon the Place ap-’
pointed, which was by the Fountain-fide beneath
her Chamber-window; towards which I caft,
%ou may believe, many a longing Look : The
lock ftruck Ten, Eleven, and then T'welve, but
no dear Star appeared to condué& me to my Hap-
pinefs ; atlaft I heard the little Garden-door (againft
the Fountain) open, and faw Califfa there wrapped
in her Night-gown only: I ran like Lightening to
her Arms, with all the Tranfports of an eager
Lover, and almoft fmothered myfelf in her warm
rifing Breaft; for the taking me in her Arms let
her Gown, which falling open, left nothing
ﬁt her Shift between me and all het charming
Body. But fhe bid me hear what fhe had to fay
before I proceeded farther ; fhe told me fhe was
forced to wait till Dormina was afleep, who lay
in her Chamber, and then ftealing the Key, fhe
came foftly down to let me in. But, faid the,
Jimce I am all undreffed, and cannot walk in_ the
Garden with you, will you promife me, on Love
‘and Honour, to be obedient to all my Commands,
if I carry you to my Chamber # for Dormina’s Slep
ts like Death itfelf'; however, left fhe chance to
awake, and fbould take an Occafion to fpeak to me,
it were abfolutely mczﬂ&ty that I were there; for
Jince I ferved her fuch a Trick the other Night, and
et ber fleep fo long, fhe will not let me walk late.

- . A very little Argument perfuaded me to yield to

any Thing to be with Califla any where; fo ;hat
. * o
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both returning foftly to her Chamber, fhe put her-
felf into Bed, and left me kneeling on the Carpet :
But it was not long that I remained fo; from the
dear Touches of her Hands and Breaft we came
to Kiffes, and fo equally to a Forgetfulnefs of
all we had promifed andy agreed on before, and
broke all Rules and Articles that were not in the
Favour of Love ; fo that ftripping myfelf by De-
ees, while the with an unwilling Force made
ome feeble Refiftance, I got into the Arms of
the moft charming Woman that ever Nature made ;
the was all over Perfe&tion ; I dare not tell you
more ; let it fuffice {he was all that luxurious Man
could wifh, and all that renders Woeman fine and
ravithing. About two Hours thus was my Soul
in Rapture, while fometimes fhe reproached me,
but fo gently, that it was to bid me ftill be falfe and
perjured, if thefe were the Effe&s of it ; If Difobe-
diemce bave fuch wondrous Charms, may I, faid the,
be flill commanding thee, and theu flill difobeying.
While thus we lay with equal Ravifhment, we
heard a murmuring Noife at a Diftance, which we
knew not what to make of, but it grew flill
louder and louder, but ftill at a Diftance too ; this
firft alarmed us, and I was no fooner perfuaded to
rife, but I heard a Door unlock at the Side of
the Bed, which was not that by which I entered ;
for that was at the other End of the Chamber to-
wards the Window. Ob -Heavens, faid the fair
frighted Trembler, here is the Count of Clarinau :
For he always came up that Way, and thofe Stairs
by which .Iyafcended were the Back-ftairs ; fo
that I had juft Time to grope my Way towards the
Door, without fo much as taking my Clothes with
me ; nevef was any amorous Adventurer in fo la-
mentable a Condition, I would fain have turned
upon him, and- at once have hindered him from
entring with my Sword in my Hand, and fecured
. : - him
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him from ever difturbing my Pleafure any more ;
but fhe implored I would not, and in this Minute’s
Difpute he came fo near me, that he touched me
as I glided from him; but not being acquainted
very well with the Chamber, having never feen
my Way, I lighted in my Paffage on Dormina’s
Pallat-bed, and threw myfelf quite over her to
the Chamber-door, which made a damnable Clat-
teting, and awaking Dormina with my Cataftrophe,
fhe fet up fuch a Bawl, as frighted and alarmed the
old Count, who was juft taking in a Candle from
his Footman, who had lighted it at his Flamboy :
So that hearing the Noife, and-knowing it muft be
fome Body in the Chamber, he let fall his Candle
in the Fright, and called his Footman in with the
Flamboy, draws his Toledo, which he had in his
Hand, and wrapped in his Night-gown, with three
or four woollen Caps one upon the Top of another,
tied under his tawny, leathern Chops, he made
a very pleafant Figure, and fuch z one as had like
to have betrayed me by laughing at it ; he clofely
purfued me, though not fo clofe as to fee me be-
fore him ; yet fo as not to give me Time to afcend
the Wall, or to make my Efcape up or down any
Walk, which were ftrait and long, and net able
to conceal any Body from Purfuers, approached
fo near as the Count was to me : What fhould I
do ? I'was naked, unarmed, and no Defence againft
his jealous Rage ; and now in Danger of my Life,
I knew not what to refolve on; yet I fwear to

ou, Ofavio, even in that Minute (which I thought
my: laft) 1 had no Repentance of the dear Sin, or
any other Fear, but that which poffefled me for
the fair Califfa; and calling upon Venus and her
Son for my Safetiv)(for I had fcarce a Thought
yet of any other Deity) the Sea-born Queen lent
me immediate Aid, and ere I was aware of it, I
touched the Fountain, and in the fame Minute
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threw myfelf-into the Water, which a mighty large
Bafon.or Ciftern of White-marble contained, of a
Compafs that forty Men might have hid them-
felves in it ; they had purfued me fo hard, they fanfied

heard nie prefs the Gravel near the Fountain,
and with the Torch they fearched round about it,

. and beat the fringing Flowers that grew pretty high

about the Bottom of it, while I fometimes dived,
and fometimes peeped up to take a View of my
bufy Coxcomb, who. had like to have made. me
burft into Laughter many Times to fee his Figure ;
the dafhing of the Stream, which continually fell
from the little Pipes above in the Bafon, hindered
him from hearing the Noife I might poffibly have
made by my fwimming in it : After-he had furveyed
it round without-fide, he took the Torch in his own
Hand, and furveyed the Water itfelf; while I dived,
and fo long forced to remain fo, that I-believed 1
had efcaped his Sword to die that foolithér Way ;
but juft as I was like to-expire,. he departed mut-
tering, that he was fure fome Body did go out be-
fore him ; and .now he fearched every Walk and
Arbour of the Garden, while like-a Fifh I lay bafk-
ing in Element ftill, not daring toadventure out, left
his hafty Return thould find me on the Wall, or in
my Paflage over: I'thanked my Stars he had not
found the Ladder, o that at lait returning to Ca-
lifie's Chamber, -after finding:ne Body, - he defired
ﬁs I heard the next-Morning) to know what the
atter was in her Chamber : But Califls, who till
now never knew an Art,- had before he came laid
her Bed in Order, and taken up-my Cloaths, and
put theni between her Bed and Quilt ; not forget-
ting any one Thing that belonged.to me, fhe was
laid as faft afleep as Innotence itfelf; fo that
Clarinau awaking her, the feemed as furprized and
ignorantof all, as if fhe had in deed been innocent 3
fo that Dormina now remained the only fufpeed
‘ : _ Perfon ;
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Perfon ; who being afked what fhé could fay con-
- cerning that Uproar fhe made, fhe only faid, as the
thought, that the dreamed his Honour fell out of the
Bed upon her, and awaking in.a Fright the found
it was but a.Dream, and fo fhe fell afleep again till
he awaked her, whom the wondered to fee there at
that Hour; he told them that while they were fecurely
fleeping he was like to have been burned in his Bed,
a Piece of his Apartment being burned down, which
caufed him to come thither.; but he made them both
fwear that there was no Body in the Chamber of Ca-

Lifta, before he would be undeceived; for he vowed

he faw fomething in the Garden, which, to his
Thinking, was all white, and it vanithed on the
fudden behind the Fountain, and we could fee no
more of it. Califta diffembled Abundance of Fear,
and faid the would never walk after Candle-light
for fear of that Ghoft ; and fo they paft the Reft

of the Night, while I, all wet and cold, got me '

to my Lodging unperceived, for'my young Friend
had left the- Door open for me.

Thus, dear Oftavio, 1 have fent.you a.Novel,
inflead of a Letter, of my firft moft happy Ad-
venture, of which I muft repeat thus much again,
that of all the Enjoyments I ever had, I was never
fo perfectly well entertained for two Hours, and
I am waiting with infinite Patience for a fecond
Encounter. 1 fhall be extremely glad to hear
what Progrefs your have made in you Amour ; for
1 haye loft all for Splvia, but the Affeltion of a
Brother, with that natural Pity we have for thofe
we have undone; for my Heart, my Soul and
Body are all Califa’s, the bright, the young, the
witty, the gay, the fondly-loving Cal? a: Only
fome l:'eferve haye in all for Oftavio. Pardon this
fong Hiftory, for it is a Sort of aling all ones
Joys again, to be telling them to a Friend fo dear,
as isthe gallant Offavioto @ PHILANDER,

POST-
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POSTSCRIPT.

I fhould, for fome Reafons that concern my Safety,
have quitted this Town before, but 1 am chained to
it, and no Senfe of Danger while Califta compels
my Stay. : '

.- IfO&tavio’s Trouble was great before, from but

“his ‘Fear of Califia’s- yielding, what muft it be
now, when he found all his Fears confirmed ? -
" The Preflures of his Soul .were too extreme be-
fore, and the Concern he had for §y/via had brought
. it to the higheft Tide of Grief; fo that this Addi-
‘tion overwhelmed it quite, and left him no Room
for Rage; no, it could not difcharge itfelf fo
happily, but bowed and yielded toall the Extremes
of Love, Grief, and Senfe of Honour; he threw
_himfelf upon his Bed, and lay without Senfe or
Motion for a whole Hour, confufed with Thought,
and divided in his Concern, half for a Miftrefs
falfe, and half for a Sifter loofe and undone ; by
Turns the Sifter and the Miftrefs torture ; by Turns
they break his Heart: He had this Comfort left
before; that if Califa were undone, her Ruin
" made Way for ‘his Love and Happinefs with
- Sylvia, but now-----he had no Profpe&t left that
could afford any Eafe; he changes from one fad
‘Obje& to another, from Sykiia to Califla, then -
back to Sylvia; but like to feverith Men that tofs
about here and there, remove for fome Relief, he
thifts but ‘to new Pain, whereever” he turns he

" - finds the Mad-man ftill : In this Diftralion of

Thought -he remained till a Page from Syhvia
‘brought him this Letter, which .in" midft, of all,
he ftarted from his Bed with Excefs of Joy, and
- read. : T

: SyL-
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SYLVIAT Oc'rA'v; 0.

. My Lord, . .
AFTER your laft Affront by your Page, I be-
‘- lieve it -will - furprize you to receive any
Thing from Sylvia but Scorn and Difdain : But,
my Lord, the Intereft you have by a thoufand
ays been fo long makini'lin my Jeart', cannot
fo foon be cancelled l;zr a Minute’s Offence, and

every A&ion' of your Life has been too-generous .

to make me think you writ what I have received,

at leaft you are not well in your Senfes: I have .

committed a Fault againft your Love, I mut
_confefs, and am not afhamed of the little Cheat I
put upon you in bringing you to Bed to Antonet
mftead of Syfvia : 1 was athamed to be fo' eafily
won, and''took it ill your Paffion was fo mer-
cenary to- afk fo- coarfely for the Pofleflion of
me ; too great 2 Pay I thought for fo poor: Ser-
vice, as rendéring up ¢ Letter which in Honour
you ought before to have fhewed me: I own I
gave you Hope, in that too I was criminal ; but
thefe are Fanolts that fure defervéd a kinder Pu-
nifiment than what I laft received --—A: Whore-s-,
A common -Miftrefs! Death, you are a Cow-

e

ard <--=and’ even to 2 Woman dare rot fay it,

when fhe confronts the Seandaler; -—Yet par-
don me, I mean not to revile, but gently to re-
proach; it-was unkind --- at: leaft allow- me that,
and much- ynlike QZzvio. ' :

T’ think'T- had not troubled you, my Lord, with
the léaft Confeffion of my Refentment, but I
could not- leave the Town, where Yor the' Ho-
nour of your Converfation and Friendfhip alone
T'have remained fo long, without aequitting my-
fif of thofe: Obligations I had to you; I'fend
you pliercfbx‘e'dm‘éey‘éf my Clofet and Cabinet,

s O where
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where you fhall find not only your Letters, but
all thofe Prefents you have been pleafed once to
think me worthy of : But having taken back your
Friendthip, I render you the lefs valuable Tnfles,
and will retain no more of Octavio, than the dear
Memory of that Part of his Life that was fo agree-
able to the unfortunate

SYLVIA.

He reading this Letter, finithed with Tears of
tender Love ; but confidering it all over, he
fanfied fhe had put great Conftraint upon her na-
tural high Spirit to write in this calm Manner to
him, and through all he found diffembled Rage,
which yet was vifible in that one breaking out in
the Middle of the Letter: He found fhe was not
able to contain at the Word, common Miftrefs.
In fine, however calm it was, and however de-
figned, he found, and at leaft he thought he found
the charming Jilt all over; he fanfies from the
Hint fhe gave him of the Change of Antonet for
herfelf in , that it was fome new Cheat that
was to be put upon bim, and to bring herfelf

- off with Credit: Yet, in fpite of all this appear-

ing Reafon, he withes, and has a fecret Hope,
that either the is not in fault, or that the will fo
cozen him into a Belief fhe is not, that it may
ferve as well to footh his willing Heart ; and now
all he fears is, that fhe will not put fo neat a Cheat
upon him, but that he fhall be able to fee through
it, and ftill be obliged to retain his ill Opinian of
her : But Love returned, fhehad roufed the Flame
a-new, and foftned all his rougher Thoughts with
this dear Letter ; and now in Hafte he calls for his
Cloaths, and fuffering himfelf to be drefled with all
the Advantage of his Sex, he throws himfelf into
his Coach, and goes to Sylvia, whom he finds juft
drefled en Ghevalier, (and fetting her Head and tl?’

v ar
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ther in good Order before the Glafs) with a De-
fign to depart the Town, at leaft fo far as fthould
have raifed a Concern in Otavio, if yet he had any
for her, to have followed her; he ran up without
alking leave into her Chamber ; and ere fhe was
aware of him he threw himfelf at her Feet, and
clafping her Knees, to which he fixed his Mouth,
he remained there for a little Space without Life
or Motion, and prefled her in his Arms as faft
as a dying Man. .She was nat effended to fee
him there, and he appeared more lovely than ever
he yet had been, His Grief had added a Languith-
ment and Palenefs to his Face, which fufficiently
told her he had not been at Eafe while abfent
from her; and on the other Side, Sylvia appeared
ten thoufand Times more charming than ever,
the Drefs of a Boy adding extremely to her Beau-
ty : Ob you are a pretty Lover, faid fhe, raifing him
from her Knees to her Arms, to treat a Mifirefs
Jo for a little innocent Raillery. ----- Come, fit and
tell me bow you came to difcover the harmlefs Cheat
fetting him down on the Side of her Bed. 0b
name it no more, cried he, let that damned Night be
blotted from the Year, deceive me, flatter me, fay you
are innocent 5 tell me amy Senfes rave, my Eyes
werarfa-l/é, deceitfily, and my Ears were deaf : Say
" any Thing that may convince my Moadnefs, and bring
me back 1o tame adoring Love. What Means O&a-
vio, replied Sylviay fure he is nat fo nice and fquea-.
mifh a Lover, but a fair young Maid might have been
welcome to bim comung fo prepared for Love 5 though
it wasnot fhe whom be upet?z? it might bave ferved
as well in the Dark at leaf? Well faid, replied
Od&tavio, forcing a Smile -~-- advance, purfue the dear
Defign, and cheat me fiill, “and to convince my Soul, ob
Jfwear it too, for IVimen want no Weapans of Defence,
Qaths, Vows, and Tearsy Sighs, Imprecations, Rav-

O 2 ings,

3 ~ s

’



316 Love-Letters. Part II.

ings, are all the Tools to fafbion Mankind Coxcombs :
I am an eafy Fellow, fit for Ufe, and leng to be in-
itiated Fool ; come, fwear I was net bere the other
Night. It is gramted, Siry you were: Why all this
Paffin? This Sylvia fpoke, and took him by the
Hand, which burnt with raging Fire ; and though
he fpoke with all the Heat of Love, his Looks
were {oft the while as infant Cuprds: Btill he pro-
ceeded; Ob charming Sylvia, fince you are fo unkind
20 tell me Truth, “ceafe, ceEaje to fpeat at all, and let
me only gaze upon thofe Eyes that can fo well deceive :
Their Looks are inmocent, at leaft they will flatter me,
and tell mine they lofl their Faculties that other Night.
No, replied Sylvia, I am’ comvinced they did mot,
you faw Antonet —---Conduit a happy Man (in-
terrupted he) o Sylvia’s Bed, Ob, why by yoter Con-
Seffion. muft my Soul be tortured over a-new! At
this he hang his Head wupon his' Bofom, and
fighed as if each Breath would be his laft : Hea-
vens! cried Sybvra, what is it O&avio fays! Con-
duit a bappy Lover to my Bed? ¥y all that is Sa-
cred I am abufed, defigned -upon to-be betvayed and
oty what faid you, Sir, d Love to my Beld I
When ke replied in a fainting Tone, dafping her
to his Arms, Now, Sylvia, yox are Rind, be per-
Woman, and keep to cozening il - Now
back 1t -with a very little Oathy, and I am as
well as before 1 faw yosur Falfbood, and never will
hfe one Thought wpom it more. . Forbear, faid fhe,
you will make me angty.  In fbort, what isit you
. would fay ? Or fwear, you rave, and then I will pity
what I now defpife, sf you can think me falfe.; He
only anfwered with a Sigh, and fhe purfued, A
I not worth an Anfwer ® Yell me your Soul and
Thoughts, as ever you bope for Favour from my
Lovey.or to preferve my Qurer. I you will pro-
mife me to fay it is falfe, reptied he foftly, 7 wikl
‘ confefs



Part 1L, - Kove-Letters. ' 3 17

'eo'ry?{s the Brrors of my Senfes. '1 came the other

. Night at twelve; the Dodr was open. -—- It is trye,

faid Sylvia —-- At the Stair's-Foot I found a Man, .

and faw him Jed to you into your Chamber, fighing a¥.
be went, and pamting with Impatience : Now, Sylvia,

if you value- iny Repofe, my Life, my Reputation, or

iny Servites, turn it off bandfomly, and I am bappy’:
At that, being wholly amazed, the told him the
whole Story, as you heard of her drefling Antonet,
-and bringing him to her; at which he fipiled, and
begded her to go on ---- She fetched the Pieces of
Brilliard’s counterfeit Letters, and fhewed him ;
this brought him a little to his Wits, and at firft
-Sight he was ready to fanfy the Letters came in-

deed from him; he found the Character his, but .

not his Bufinefs ; and -in great Amaze replied,
Ab! Madam, did you know O&avio’s Soul fo well,
and could you imagine it capable of a Thought ke this 2
A Prefumption o daring to the moft arwful of her Sax ;
this was unkind ind:ed : And did you anfwer them ?
Yes, replied the, with all the Kindnefs I could force
any Pen to exprefs.  So that after canvaffing the
Matter, and relating the whole Story again with

his being-taken ill, they concluded from every Cir-

cumftance Brilliard was the Man ; for Antonet was
called to Council ; who now recolle&ing all Things
in her Mind, and knowing Brilliard but too well;

fhe confefled, fhe verily believed it was he, efpe-

cially when fhe told how fhe fto'e a Letter of Oa-
vio’s for him that Day, and how he was ill of the
fame Difeafe ftill. Oétavio then called his Page,
and fent him home for the Note Brilliard had fent
him, and all appeared as clear as Day: But An-
2opet met with a great many Reproaches for thew-

" ing her Lady’s Letters, which fhe excufed as well

as'the could : But never was Man fo ravithed with
Joy as Oftavio was at the Knowledge of Sylvia’s
Innocence; a thoufand Times he kneeled and

O3 . - begged
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her Pardon; and her Figure: entouraging -

his Careffes, a thoufand Times he embraced her,
he fmiled, and blufhed, and fighed with Love and
Joy, and knew not how to exprefs it moft effeGu-
ally: And Sylvia, who had other Bufinefs than
Love in her Heart and Head, fuffered all the Marks

«of his eager Paffion and Tranfport.out of Defj

for fhe had a faither Uk to 'make of Ofavw;
though when fhe furveyed his Perfon handfome,
. young, and adorned with all the Graces and Beau-
‘ties of the Sex, not at all inferior.to, Philander,
if not exceeding in every Judgment but that of
Sylvia ; when fhe confidered his Soul, where Wit,
Love, and Honour equally reigned, when the con-
fults the Excellence of his Natyre, his Generofity,
Courage, Friendfhip, and Softnefs, {he fighed and
cried, it was Pity to impofe upon him; and make’
his Love for which the thould efteem kim, a Pro-
to draw him to his Ruin ; for {o fhe fanfied it

mutt te if ever he encountered Philander ; and tho’
Good-nature was the leaft Ingredient that formed
the Soul of this fair Charmer, yet now she found
~ fhe had a Mixture of it, frem her Concern for
O¢iavio; and that generous Lover made her fo
many foft Vows, and tender Proteflations of the
Refpe&t and Awfulnefs of his Paffion, that fhe was
wholly convinced he was her Slave ;- nar could fhe -
{ee the conftant Languifher pouring out his Soul
and Fortune at her Feet, without fuffering fome
. Warmth about her Heart, which fhe had pever
felt but for Philander ; and this Day fhe exprefied
herfelf more obligingly than ever fhe had done,
and allows him little Freedoms of approaching
her with more' Softnefs than hitherto fhe had 3
and, abfolutely charmed, -he promifes, lavithly
and without Referve, all-fhe would afk of him ;.
and in Requital the aflured him all he could with
: . or
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or hope, if he weuld- ferve her 'in her Revenge
againft ,Philander : *She vecaunts to him at large
the Story of her Undoing, her Quality, her For-
tune, her nice Education, the Care and Tendey-
_nefs of hér moble.Parents, and charges-all her Fate
o the ewl Condu@ of her heedlefs Youth: Some-
-times the Refletien on ber Ruin, the looking back
aupon her former Innacence and Tranquility, forces
the Tears to flow from her fair Eyes, and makes
Daavio figh,  and weep by Sympathy: Sometimes
(arrived at the amorous Part of her Relation) fhe
would figh and languifh with the Remembrance
* of paft Joys in their beginning Love; and fome-
gimes finile at the little unlucky Adventures they

met with, .and their Efcapes; fo that different

Paflions feiaed her Soul while fhe fpake, while

that of all Love filled QFZavio’s : He doats, he

burns, and every Wond fhe utters inflames him
fill the more; he fixes his very Soul upon her

Tongue, and darts liis very Eyes into -her Face,

and every Thing fhe fays rdifes his vaft Efteem and

Paffion higher. In fine, having with the Eloquence

of facred Wit, .and all the-Charms of every differing

Paffion, finithed her moving Tale, they bothdeclined

their Eyes, whofe falling Showers kept equal Time

and Pace, and for alittleTime were ftill as Thought :

When O&avio, opprefled with mighty Love, broke

the foft Silence, and burft into Extravagance of

Paffion, fays all-that Men (grown mad with Love

and Withing) could utter to the Idol of his Heart;

and to otlige her more, recounts his Life’in fhort ;
wherein, in fpite of all his Modefty, fhe found
all that was Great and Brave; all that was Noble,

Fortunate and Honeft :- And having now con-

firmed her, he deferved ther, kneeling implored the
~‘would accept of him, not .as 4 .Lover for a Term

of Paffion, for ‘Dates of Months or Years, but

for a long Eternity; not as a Rifler.of her facred.

Hdnour,
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Honour, but to defend it from the cenfuring
World; he vowed he would forget that ever any
Part of it was loft, nor by 2 Look or A&ion ever
-upbraid her with a Misfortune paft, but ftill look
forward on nobler Joys to come: And now im-

-plores that he may bring a Prieft to tie the folemn
Knot. In fpite of all her Love for Philander, the

could not chafe but take this Offer kindly ; and
indeed, it made a very great Impreffion on her
Heart; fhe knew nothing but the Height of Love
could oblige 2 Man of his anliy and vaft For-

outh and Beau-
ty, to marry her in fo ill Circumftances ; and pay-
ing him firft thofe Acknowledgments that were
due on fo great an Occafion, with all the Ten-
dernefs in her Voice and Eyes that fhe could put

~ on, fhe excufed herfelf from receiving the Favour,
" by telling him fhe was fo unfortunate as to be

with- Child by the ungrateful Man ; and falling
at that Thought into new Tears, fhe moved him
to infinite Love, and infinite Compaffion ; info-
much that, wholly abandoning himfelf to Softnefs,
he affured her, if fhe, would fecure him all his
Happinefs by marrying him now, that he would
wait till fhe were brought to Bed, before he would
demand the glorious Recompence he afpired to ;
fo that Sylvia, being 'opprefled with Obligation,
finding yet in her Soul a viclent Paffion for Ph:-
lander, the knew not how to take, or how to re-
fufe the Blefling offered, fince O&Ravic was a Man
whom, in her Height of Innocence and Youth, the
might have been vain and proud of engaging to this
Degree. He faw her Pain and Irrefolution, and
being abfolutely undone with Love, delivers her
Philander’s laft Letter to him, with what he had
fent her inclofed ; the Sight of the very Out-fide of
it made her pale as Death, and a Feeblenefs
fcized her all over, that made her unable fﬁ a
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Moment to open it; all which Confufion Ofa-
vio faw with Pain, which fhe perceiving recolle&ted
her Thoughts as well as-fhe could, and opened it,
and read it ; that to Ofavio firft, as being fondeft
of the Continuation of the Hiftory of his Falfhood,
fhe read, and often paufed to recover her Spirits
that were fainting at every Period; and having fi-
nifhed it, fhe fell down on the Bed where they fat.
O¢avio caught her in her Fall in his Arms, where
the remained dead fome Moments; whilit he, juft
on the Point of being fo himfelf, ravingly called
for Help; and Antonet being in the Drefling-Room
ran to them, and by Degrees Sylvia recovered, and
afked- Ofavio a thoufand Pardons for expofing a
Weaknefs to him, which was but the Effeé&s of the
luft Blaze of Love: And taking a ‘Cordial which
Antonet brought her, fhe roufed, refolved, and took
‘?Ié?avbt:' by the Mand: Now, faid the, fhesw your-
elf t enerous Lover you bave profeffed, awd give

. me -your ‘Vows of Revenge -on Ph:%{r,and
that by dl that is Ehly, kneeling as fhe fpoke, and
holding ‘Wm Faft, by ufl my injured Inmocemez, by
~ all my noble Fasher’s Wrongs, and my dear Mothe’s
Griefs by al my Sifter’s Sufferings, I fuwear, T will
marry you, bve you, amd give you aff? This The
fpoke without confidering Antonet ‘was by, and
fpoke it with all the Rage,-and Blafhes in-her Face,
that injured Love and Revenge could infpire: -And
on the other Side, the Senfe of his Sifter’s Honour
loft, and that of the tender Paffion he had for Syl-
wia, made him fwear by all that was facred, and
by all the Vows of eternal Love and Honour he
had made to Sylvia, to, go and revenge himfelf and
ber on the falfe Friend .and Lover, and confeffed
the fecond Motive, which was his Sifter’s Fame ;
For, cried he, ¢hat foul Adulterefs, shat falfe Ca-
Lifta, is /o allied to me. But fill heur, at would
add to the Jultaefs of his Caule, if he might l;1«'3-'
- : v g art
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part her Hufband as well as Lover, and revenge
an injured Wife as well as Sifter; and now he
_could afk nothing fhe did not eafily grant ; and
becaufe it was late in the Day, they concluded
that the Morning fhall confummate all his Defires 3
‘{\nd now fhe 5ives him he}r b]:etter t(;, read ; IFor,
aid the, I fball efteem myfelf henceforth fo abfolute
OQ&avio’s, that ]ﬁwill Iu’:?fa muc{ as r{ad { Linl:
from that perjured Ruiner of my Honour ; he took
the Letter with Smiles and Bows of Gratitude, .
and read it. . o

PHILANDER #0 SYLVIA."

T HE RE are a thoufand Reafons, deareft Sy/via,
at this Time that prevent my writing to you,
Reafons that will be convincing enough to oblige
my Pardon, and plead my Caufe with her that
loves me ; all which I will lay before you when I
have the Happinefs to fee-you ; I have met with fome
Affairs fince my Arrival to this Place, that wholly
take up my Time; Affairs of State, whofe Fa-
tigues have put my Heart extremely out of Tune,
and if not carefully managed may turn to my per-
petual Ruin, fo that I have not an Hour in a Day
to fpare for Syluia; Wwhich, believe me, is the
greateft AfliCtion of my Life ; and I have no Prof~
pe of Eafe in the endlefs Toils of Life, but that of
repofing in the Arms of Sylvia : Some fhort inter-
vals : %ardon my Hafte, for you cannot guefs the
weighty Bufinefs that at prefent robs you of

Yur PHILANDER.

' You ke, falfe Villain----replied Sylvia in mighty
Rage, I can guefs your Bufinefs, and tan revenge it
t00; Curfe on thee,” Slave, to think me grown ' as

poor
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poor in Senfe as Hanour : To be cajoled with this--—
Stuff’ that ‘would never- fham a Chamber-maid :
Death! am I fo forlorn, fo defpicable, I am not
woarth the Pains of being well diffembled with ? Con-
Jufion_overtake bim, Mifery féize him ; may I become
bis Plague while Life remains,” or public Tortures end
bim! This, with all the Madnefs that ever infpi-
red a Lunatic, fhe uttered with Tears and violent
A&ions: When O&avio befought her not to afli&
herfelf, and almoft withed he did not love 2 Tem-
per fo contrary to his own: He told her he was
forry, extreamly forry, to find fhe ftill retained.fo
violent 2 Paflion for 2 Man unworthy of her leaft
Concern ; when the replied----Do not mifiake my
Soul, by Heaven it is Pride, Difdain, Defpite and
Hate----to think be fhould ‘believe this dull Excufe
could pafs upon my Fudgment ; had the falfe Traitor
told me that he hated me, or that bis faithle[s Date of
Love was outy I had been tame with ail my Injuries ;
but poorly thus to imfwﬂ’e upon “my Wit2---By Heaven-
be fball not bear the Affront to Hell in Triumph ! No
more----1 bave vowed he fhall not-—-my Soul has fixed,
and now will be at Ea[e----Forgiw me, ob OQavio
and letting herfelf fall into his Arms; fhe {oon ob-
tained what fhe afked for ; one Touch of the fair
Charmer could calm him into Love and Softnefs.
Thus, after a thoufand Tranfports of Paffion
on his Side, and all the feeming Tendernefs on
her’s, the Night being far advanced, and new Con-
firmations given and taken on either Side of pur-
fuing the happy Agreement in the Morning, which
they had again refolved, they appointed that Syfvia
an! Antonet fhould go three ‘Miles,out of Town
to a little Village, where there was a Church, and
that Oéavio thould meet -them there to be confir-
med and fecured of all the Happinefs he pro--
: - pofed

1
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fed to himfelf in this World-—-Sylvia being fo
wholly bent upon Revenge (for the Accomplifhi-
ment of which alone fhe accepted of Ofavio) that
the had loft all Remembrance of her former Mar-
riage with Brilliard: Or if it ever entered into-
her Thought, it was only confidered as a Sham,
nothing defigned but to fecure her from being ta-
ken from' Philander by her Parents ; and, without
any Refpect to the facred Tie, to be regarded no
more ; nor did the defign this with Ofavio from
any Refpect the had to the Holy State of Matri-
mony, -but from a Luft of Vengeance which fhe
"would buy at any Price, and which fhe found no
Man fo well able to fatisfy as O&avio.
. But what-wretched Changes of Fortune the met
with after this, and what miferable Portion of Fate
was deftined to this unhappy Wanderer, the laft
Part of Philgnder’s Life, and the third and laft
Part of this Hiftory, fhall moft faithfully relate.

The End of the Second Part.”






